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THE 


FIELD  OF  WATERLOO; 


A  POEM. 


Though  Valois  braved  young  Edward's  gentle  hand. 
And  Albert  rushed  on  Henry*s  way-worn  band. 
With  Europe's  chosen  sons  in  arms  renown'd. 
Yet  not  on  Vere's  bold  archers  long  they  look'd. 
Nor  Audley's  squires  nor  Mowbray's  yeomen  brook'd,— 
They  saw  their  standard  fall,  and  left  their  Monarch  bound. 

Akefuide, 


VOL.  X. 


TO 

HEK  GRACE 

THE 

DUCHESS  OF  WELLINGTON, 

PRINCESS  OF  WATERLOO, 
8z:c.  &c.  8z:c. 

THE  FOLLOWING  VERSES 

ARE  MOST  RESPECTFULLY  INSCRIBED 

BY 

THE  AUTHOR. 


TH£ 


FIBXjD  of  WATERLOO 


F41B  Brussels,  thou  art  for  behind^ 
Though,  lingering  on  the  morning  wind, 

We  yet  may  hear  the  hour 
Pealed  over  orchard  and  canal. 
With  voice  prolonged  and  measured  fall, 

From  proud  Saint  MichaePs  tower. 
Thy  wood,  dark  Soignies,  holds  us  now. 
Where  the  tall  beeches^  glossy  bough 

For  many  a  league  around. 
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With  birch  and  darksome  oak  between. 
Spreads  deep  and  far  a  pathless  screen 

Of  tangled  forest  ground. 
Stems  planted  close  by  stems  defy 
The  adventurous  foot — ^the  curious  eye 

For  access  seeks  in  vain ; 
And  the  brown  tapestry  of  leaves, 
Strewed  on  the  blighted  ground,  receives 

Nor  sun,  nor  air,  nor  rain. 
No  op^iing  glade  dawns  on  our  way. 
No  streamlet,  glancing  to  the  ray. 

Our  woodland  paiii  has  crossed ; 
And  the  straight  causeway  which  we  tread. 
Prolongs  a  line  of  dull  arcade, 
Unvarjring  through  the  unvaried  shatle 

Until  in  distance  lost. 
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II. 

A  brighter^  livelier  scene  succeeds ;    . 
In  groupes  the  scattcxing  wood  recedes. 
Hedge-rows,  and  huts,  and  sunny  meads, 

And  corn-fields  glance  between ; 
The  peasant,  at  his  labour  blithe, 
Plies  the  hook^jd  staff  and  shortened  scythe  :-^ 

But  when  these  ears  were  green. 
Placed  close  within  destruction's  scope. 
Full  little  was  that  rustic's  hope 

Their  ripening  to  have  seen ! 
And,  lo,  a  hamlet  and  its  fane  :«— 
Let  not  the  gazer  with  disdain 

Their  architecture  view ; 
For  yonder  rude  ungraceful  shrine. 
And  disproportion'd  spire,  are  thine. 

Immortal  Waterloo  ! 
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III. 
Fear  not  the  heat,  though  fiiU  and  high 
The  sun  has  soorch'*d  the  autumn  sky. 
And  scarce  a  forest  straggler  now 
To  shade  us  spreads  a  greenwood  bough. 
These  fidds  have  seen  a  hotter  day 
Than  e^er  was  fired  by  sunny  ray. 
Yet  one  mile  on— -yon  shatter''d  hedge 
Crests  the  soft  hiU,  whose  long  smooth  ridge 

Lcwks  on  the  field  below, 
And  sinks  so  gently  on  the  dale. 
That  not  the  folds  of  Beauty^s  vol 

In  easier  curves  can  flow. 
Brief  space  from  thence,  the  ground  again 
Ascending  slowly  from  the  pliun, 

Fonns  an  oppoong  screen. 


..> 


THE  FIELD  OF  WATERLOO. 

Which,  with  its  cacest  of  upland  ground, 
Shuts  the  horizon  all  around. 

The  soflen^d  vale  between 
Slopes  smooth  and  fair  for  courser^s  tread  ; 
Not  the  most  timid  maid  need  dread 
To  give  her  snow-white  palfrey  head 

On  that  wide  stubble-gfound ; 

Nor  wood,  nor  tree,  nor  bush  are  there. 

Her  course  to  intercept  or  scare, 

Nor  fosse  nor  fence  are  found, 
Save  where,  from  out  her  shatter'*d  bowers, 

* 

Rise  Hougoumont^s  dismantled  towers. 


IV. 

Now,  see^st  thou  aught  in  this  lone  scene 
Can  tell  of  that  which  late  hath  be^  ? — 
A  stranger  might  reply. 
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a 


(C 


(C 


The  bare  extent  of  stubble  plain 
Seems  lately  lightened  of  its  grain ; 
And  yonder  sable  tracks  remain 
^^  Marks  of  the  peasants  ponderous  wain, 

^'  When  harvest-home  was  nigh. 
^^jOn  these  broad  spots  of  trampled  ground, 
<<  Perchance  the  rustics  danced  such  round 

'*  As  Teniers  loved  to  draw ; 
*^  And  where  the  earth  seems  scorched  by  flame, 
<^  To  dress  the  homely  feast  they  came, 
*^  And  toird  the  kerchiePd  village  dame 


"  Around  her  fire  of  straw. 


w 


V. 

So  deem'^st  thou-HK>  each  mortal  deems. 
Of  that  which  is  frcnn  that  which  seems  :-— 
But  other  harvest  here 
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Than  that  which  peasant^s  scythe  demands, 
Was  gathered  in  by  sterner  hands, 

With  bayonet,  blade,  and  spear. 
No  vulgar  crop  was  theirs  to  reap, 
No  stinted  harvest  thin  and  cheap  f 
Heroes  before  each  fatal  sweep 

Fell  thick  as  ripened  grain ; 
And  ere  the  darkening  of  the  day, 
Piled  high  as  autumn  shocks,  there  lay 
The  ghastly  harvest  of  the  fray. 

The  corpses  of  the  slain. 


VI. 

Ay,  look  again— that  line  so  black 
And  trampled)  marks  the  bivouack, 
Yon  deep-graved  ruts  the  artillery'^s  track, 
So  often  lost  aiid  won  ; 


12  THE  FIELD  OF  WATERLOO. 

And  close  beside,  the  hardened  mud 
Still  shews  where,  fetlock-deep  in  blood. 

The  fierce  dragoon,  through  battlers  flood, 

DashM  the  hot  war-horse  on. 
These  spots  of  excavation  tell 
The  ravage  of  the  bursting  sheU— 
And  feel^st  thou  not  the  tainted  steam, 

4 

That  reeks  against  the  sultry  beam. 
From  yonder  trenched  mound  ? 
The  pestilential  fumes  declare 
That  Carnage  has  replenished  there 
Her  garner-house  profound. 


VII. 

Far  otlier  harvQ»t-home  and  feast. 

Than  claims  the  boor  firom  scythe  released. 

On  these  scorched  fields  were  known ! 

6 
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Death  hovered  o^er  the  maddening  rout. 
And,  in  the  thriUing  battle-shout. 
Sent  fop  the  bloody  banquet  out 

A  summons  of  his  own. 
Through  roUing  smoke  the  Demon'^s  eye 
Could  well  each  destined  guest  espy. 
Well  could  his  ear  in  ecstacy 

Distinguish  every  tone 
That  filPd  the  chorus  of  the  fray— ^ 
From  cannon-roar  and  trumpet-bray, 
From  charing  squadrons^  wild  hurra. 
From  the  wild  clang  that  markM  their  way,— 

Down  to  the  dying  groan. 
And  the  last  sob  of  lifers  decay, 

■ 

When  breath  wa^  all  but  flown. 
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VIII. 

Feast  on,  stem  foe  of  mortal  life, 
Feast  on ! — ^but  think  not  that  a  strife. 
With  such  promiscuous  carnage  rife. 

Protracted  space  may  last ; 
The  deadly  tug  of  war  at  laigth 
Must  limit  find  in  human  strength. 

And  cease  when  these  are  passed. 
Vain  hope ! — ^that  mom'*s  overclouded  sun 
Heard  the  wild  shout  of  fight  begun 

Ere  he  attained  his  height. 
And  through  the  war*smoke  volumed  high, 
Still  peals  that  unremitted  cry. 

Though  now  he  stoops  to  night. 
For  ten  long  hours  of  doubt  and  dread, 
Fresh  succours  from  the  extended  head 
Of  either  hill  the  contest  fed  ; 

Still  down  the  slope  they  drew, 
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The  charge  of  columns  paused  not, 
Nor  ceased  the  stonn  of  shell  and  shot ; 
For  all  that  war  could  do 

Of  skill  and  force  was  proved  that  day, 

* 

And  turned  not  yet  the  doubtful  fray 
On  bloody  Wat^loo. 


IX. 

Pale  Brussels  i  then  what  thoughts  were  thine. 
When  ceaseless  from  the  distant  line 

Continued  thunders  came ! 
Each  burgher  held  his  breath,  to  heai^ 
These  forerunners  of  havock  near. 

Of  rapine  and  of  flame. 
What  ghastly  sights  were  thine  to  meet. 
When,  rolling  through  thy  stately  street. 
The  wounded  shewed  their  mangled  plight 
In  token  ckf  the  unfinished  fight. 
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And  from  each  anguish-ladai  wain 
The  blood-drops  liud  thy  dust  like  rain  I 
How  often  in  the  distant  drum 
Heard^st  thou  the  fell  Invader  come. 
While  Ruin,  shouting  to  his  band. 
Shook  high  her  torch  and  gory  brand  !— 
Cheer  thee,  fair  City  !  From  yon  stand. 
Impatient,  still  his  outstretch^  hand 

Points  to  his  prey  in  vain. 
While  maddening  in  his  eager  mood. 
And  all  unwont  to  be  withstood. 

He  fires  the  fight  again. 


X. 

^'  On  I  On  !^  was  still  his  stern  exclaim, 
"  Confront  the  battery's  jaws  of  flame ! 
"  Rush  on  the  leveird  gun ! 
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« 


My  steel-clad  cuirasders;  advance  ! 
^'  Each  Hnlan  forw^  with  his  lance; 
**  My  Guard-:— ;)iy  Qhosen-rKJiarge  for  France, 

"  Vrksee  and  Ntooleon  T 
Loud  answered  their  acclaiining  ^qui^ 
Greeting  the  mandate  whidi  Bent  out 
Their  bravest  md  their  best  to  dire 
The  fatb  tbeir  leader  shunned  tb  dimfe. 
But  He,  his  country^s  sword  and  shield. 
Still  in  the  battles^frost  IdeveaTd, 
Where  danger  iBeroest  swsrpt  the  fields 

Came  Hke  a  beam  of  light. 
In  action  prompt,  in  senlende  brsefrr^  . 
^'  Soldiers,  stand  firm,^  exblaim'^d  the  Chi^f, 

<' England  shaD  tbll  the  fi^t  r 

VOL.  X.  JB 
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XI- 

On  came  the  whirlwind— like  the  last 

But  fiercest  sweep  of  tempest  blast- 
On  came  the  whirlwind-HSteel-gleams  broke 

Like  lightning  through  the  rolling  smoke. 

The  war  was  waked  anew, 
Three  hundred  cannon-mouths  roared  loud. 
And  from  their  throats,  with  flash  and  doud. 

Their  showers  of  iron  threw. 
Beneath  their  fire,  in  full  career. 
Rushed  on  the  ponderous  cuiraaner. 
The  lancer  couched  his  ruthless  spear. 
And  hurrying  as  to  havock  near. 

The  Cohorts^  eagles  flew. 
In  one  dark  torrent,  broad  and  strong. 
The  advancing  onset  rolled  along. 
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Forth  harbinger^d  by  fierce  acclaim, 
That,  from  the  shroud  of  smoke  and  flame, 

* 

Peal'd  wildly  the  imperial  name. 


XII. 

But  on  the  British  heart  were  lost 

The  terrors  of  the  charging  host ; 

For  not  an  eye  the  storm  J:hat  view'd 

Changed  its  proud  glance  of  fortitude, 

Nor  was  one  forward  footstep  staid, 

As  dropped  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

Fast  as  their  ranks  the  thunders  tear. 

Fast  they  renewed  each  serried  square  ; 

And  on  the  wounded  and  the  slain 

Closed  their  diminish^  files  again. 

Till  from  their  line  scarce  spears'  lengths  three, 

Emerging  from  the  smoke  they  see 
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Helmet,  and  pluiiie,  and  jiaiiof&y^-r 

Tlien  waked  Uwir  fir^  at  dice  ( 
Each  musketeer^s  revDlving  kn^U, 
As  fast,  as  regularly  fell, 
As  when  they  practise  tb  display 
Their  discipline  on  festal  dajr. 

Then  down  w^t  helm  and  binee, 
Down  were  the  ea^e  bannetft  si^t, 
Down  reeling  steecb  and  riders  went. 
Corslets  were  {nelrced,  and  pennoni  rent ; 

And,  to  augbeilt  Ui)s  ttoy^ 
Wheeled  full  againsi  the&lr  st^ggisnitg  flttnki, 
The  English  horsemen^s  foamiilg  nmks 

Forced  their  restless  way. 

Then  to  the  musket-knidl  succeeds 

The  cladi  of  swordfr«^the  neigh  of  stiBeds— * 

As  plies  the  smith  hib  danging  tr^e. 

Against  the  cuirass  rang  the  blade  ; 

10 
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And  while  amid  tb^ir  doae  amy 
The  wcilW^^rvi^  ,c»ilh€Hi  rei»l  their  way, 
And  while  fiMM  ^bcar  ^caltfer'd  hand 
Ragecf  the  fierce  jiQ»*p  bloody  brand, 
Recoil'd  in  comnlod  V9nt  and  fear. 
Lancer  and  gHaod  and  enixia^er^ 
Horsemen  and  fQt^|-nfl[.te]ii^ed  host. 
Their  leadert)  fallb,  their  staodards  lost 


XIII. 
Then,  Wellimton  i  thy  .piercing  eye 
This4»isi8  caught  of  destiny-*. 

The  British  Host  had  stood 
That  mom  ^gaiikstchai^  of  sword  and  lance 
As  their  own  ocean-jrodks  hold  stance. 
But  when  thy  voice  had  said,  *f  Advance  i^ 

They  were  their  dcea^^s  flood.-—' 


\ 
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O  Tbpu^  whose  inauspicious  aim 

Hath  wrought  thy  hopt  this  hour  of  shame, 

Think^st  thou  thy  broken  bands  will  bide 

The  terrors  of  yon  rushing  tide  P 

Or  will  thy  Chosen  brook  to  feel 

The  British  shock  of  levelled  steel  ? 

Or  dost  thou  turn  thine  eye 
Where  coming  squadrons  gleam  afar, 
And  fresher  thunders  wake  the  war. 

And  other  standards  fly  ?^- 
Think  not  that  in  yon  columns,  file 
Thy  conquering  troops  from  distant  Dyl 

Is  Blucher  yet  unknown  ? 
Or  dwells  not  in  thy  memory  still, 
(Heard  frequent  in  thine  hour  of  ill) 
What  notes  of  hate  and  vengeance  thrill 

In  Prussians  trumpet  tone  ?— - 


THE  FIELD  OF  WATERLOO.  23 

What  yet  remains  ? — shall  it  be  thine 
To  head  the  relics  of  thy  line 

In  one  dread  effort  more  ?*- 
The  Roman  lore  thy  leisure  loved. 
And  thou  can^st  tell  what  fortune  proved 

That  Chieftain,  who,  of  yore, 
Ambition^s  dizzy  paths  essayed. 
And  with  the  gladiators^  aid 

For  empire  enterprized-^— 
He  stood  the  cast  his  rashness  played, 
Left  not  the  victims  he  had  made. 
Dug  his  red  grave  with  his  own  blade. 
And  on  the  field  he  lost  was  laid. 

Abhorred-— but  not  despised. 


XIV. 

But  if  revolves  thy  fainter  thought 
On  safety — ^howsoever  bought. 
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Then  turn  thy  fenrftil  vein  and  ride, 
Though  twice  ten  thousand  men  have  died 

On  this  eveoHM.  dsay. 
To  gild  the  military  fame 
Which  thou,  for  life,  in  traffic  tame 

Wilt  bart^  tlius  aliray. 
Shall  future  ages  teU  this  tale 
Of  inconsistence  faint  and  fndl  ? 
And  art  thou  He  of  Lodi^s  bridge^ 
Marengo's  field,  ^dd  Wttgram^h  iMge  I 

Or  is  thy  sool  tikis  mounCiMfiMide, 
That,  swdl^  by  vAater  storm  and  shower. 
Rolls  down  in  tafb<uiettce  of  power 

A  torrent  fierce  and  wide ; 
'Reft  of  these  aids,  a  rill  obscure. 
Shrinking  unnoticed,  mean,  and  poor. 

Whose  dlmmel^ls^^s  display -d 
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The  wrecks  of  its  impetuous  coui^, 
But  not  oue  symptom  of  the  force 

By  which  these  wnocks  were  m$d^  I 


XV. 
Spur  on  thy  way  i-^^ince  now  thine  ear 
Has  brooked  thy  veteiand^  y6six  to  b^sdr. 

Who,  as  thy  flight  they  .eyed, 
Exclaimed,— while  tears  of  anguish  came, 
Wrung  forth  by  pride^  and  mge,  and  shame,— 

<'  Oh,  that  hie  had  but  died  T 
But  yet,  to  sum  this  hour  of  ill, 
Look,  ere  thou  leav^st  the  fatal  hiU^ 

Back  on  yon  broken  ranks-r- 
Upon  whose  wild  confuaioD  gleams 
The  moon,  as  on  the  tirotibled  strje^ms 

When  rivers  break  their  banks, 
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And,  to  the  ruined  peasant^s  eye, 
Objects  half  seen  roll  swifUy  by, 

Down  the  dread  current  hurPd— 
So  mingle  banner,  wain,  and  gun, 
Where  the  tumultuous  flight  rolls  on 
Of  warriors,  who,  when  mom  begun, 

Defied  a  banded  world. 


XVI. 

List— frequent  to  the  hurrying  rout. 
The  stern  pursuers^  vengeful  shout 
Tells,  that  upon  their  broken  rear 
Rages  the  Prussian'^s  bloody  spear. 

So  fell  a  shriek  was  none, 
When  Beresina^s  icy  flood 
Reddened  and  thawed  with  flame  and  blood, 


I 
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And,  pressing  on  thy  desperate  way^ 
Raised  ofl  and  long  their  wild  hurra, 

The  children  of  the  Don. 
Thine  ear  no  yell  of  horror  cleft 
So  ominous,  when,  all  bereft 
Of  aid,  the  valiant  Folack  left — 
Ay,  left  by  thee— found  soldier's  grave 
In  Leipsic's  corpse-encumbered  wave. 
Fate,  in  these  various  perils  past, 
Reserved  thee  still  some  future  cast  :— 
On  the  dread  die  thou  now  hast  thrown, 
Hangs  not  a  single  field  alone. 
Nor  one  campaign— thy  martial  fame, 
Thy  empire,  dynasty,  and  name. 

Have  felt  the  final  stroke ; 
And  now,  o'er  thy  devoted  head 
The  last  stern  vial's  wrath  is  shed, 

The  last  dread  seal  is  broke. 
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XVII. 

Since  live  thou  mlt>--«i«fi2se  not  now 
Before  these  demagogues  to  bow. 
Late  objects  of  thy  scorn  and  hate, 
Who  shall  thy  once  imperial  fate 
Make  wordy  theme  of  vain  debate«.-<^ 
Or  shall  we  say,  diou  stoop^st  less  low 
In  seeking  refuge  from  the  fiae. 
Against  whose  heart,  in  prosperous  life. 
Thine  hand  bath  ever  hdd  the  knife?— 

Such  homage  hath  been  paid 
By  Roman  and  by  Grecian  voice. 
And  there  were  honour  in  the  cboice. 

If  it  were  freely  made. 
Then  safely  come-^in  one  so  low,— 
So  lost,— -we  cannot  own  a  foe ; 
Though  dear  experience  bid  us  end. 
In  thee  we  ne^er  can  hail  a  friend.— 
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Come^  howsoever— but  dd  hot  hide 
Close  in  thy  hedrt  thait  germ  of  prid^ 
Erewhile,  by  giAed  bard  espied. 
That  "  yet  imperial  hdjie  i"    . 

» 

Think  not  that  for  a  fi*esh  rebound, 
To  raise  ambition  from  the  groiind, 

We  yield  thee  means  or  sbope. 
In  safety  ccmie^-4>ut  ne^er  agfda 
Hold  type  of  indepedddnt  teign ; 

No  islet  ealls  thee  lord. 
We  leave  thee  no  confederate  band, 
No  sjrmbol  of  thy  k>st  command, 
To  be  a  dagger  in  the  hand 

From  which  we  wrenched  the  sword. 
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XVIII. 

Yet,  even  in  yon  sequestered  spot, 
May  worthier  conquest  be  thy  lot 

Than  yet  thy  life  has  known  ; 
Conquest,  unbought  by  blood  or  harm, 
That  needs  nor  foreign  aid  nor  arm, 

A  triumph  all  thine  own. 
Such  waits  thee  when  thou  shalt  controul 
Those  passions  wild,  that  stubborn  soul, 
.       That  marr'd  thy  prosperous  scene :- 
Hear  this — ^from  no  unmoved  heart, 
Which  sighs,  comparing  what  thou  aet 

With  what  thou  might'st  have  been  ! 


XIX. 

Thou,  too,  whose  deeds  of  fame  renew'd 
Bankrupt  a  nation^s  gratitude, 
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To  thine  own  noble  heart. must  owe 
More  than  the  meed  she  can  bestow. 
For  not  a  people^s  just  acclaim. 
Not  the  full  hail  of  Europe^s  fame, 
Thy  Prince's  smiles,  thy  state's  decree,  . 
The  ducal  rank,  the  gartered  knee, 
Not  these  such  pure  delight  afford 
As  that,  when,  hanging  up  thy  sword. 
Well  may'st  thou  think,  ^*  This  honest  steel 
"  Was  ever  drawn  for  public  weal ; 
"  And,  such,  was  rightful  Heaven's  decree, 
"  Ne'er  sheathed  imless  with  victory  !" 


XX. 

Look  forth,  once  more,  with  soften'd  heart. 
Ere  from  the  field  of  fame  we  part ; 
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Triumph  and  Sorrow  border  near. 
And  Joy  oft  melts  into  a  tear. 
Alas !  what  links  of  lave  that  mom 
Has  War^s  rude  band  asunder  torn ! 
For  ne^er  was  field  so  sternly  fought. 
And  ne^er  was  conquest  dearer  bought. 
Here  piled  in  common  slaughter  sleep 
Those  whom  affection  long  shall  weep; 
Here  rests  the  sire,  that  ne^er  shall  strain 
His  orphans  to  his  heart  again  ;^ 
The  sonj  whom,  on  his  xiative  shoiv. 
The  parentis  rcixx  shall  Heas  no  moire ; 
The  bridegroom,  who  has  hardly  pressed 
His  blushing  ponsort  to  hi^  breast ; 
The  hufibend,  whom  Uiro^igh  many  a  ytear 
Long  love  and  mutual  fidith  iendear. 
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Thou  can'^st  not  name  one  tender  tie 

But  here  dissolved  its  relics  lie  f 

O,  when  thou  see^st  some  mourner^s  veil, 

Shroud  her  thin  form  and  visage  pale, 

Or  mark^st  the  Matron^s  bursting  tears 

Stream  when  the  stricken  drum  she  hears ; 

Or  see^st  how  manlier  grief,  suppressed, 

Is  labouring  in  a  father^s  breast,—- 

With  no  inquiry  vain  pursue 

The  cause,  but  think  on  Waterloo  ! 


XXI. 

Period  of  honour  as  of  woes. 

What  bright  careers  'twas  thine  to  close  !• 

« 

Marked  on  thy  roll  of  blood  what  names 
To  Britain's  memory,  and  to  Fame's, 
Laid  there  their  last  immortal  claims  ! 

VOL.  X.  c 


i 


S4  THE  FIELD  OF  WATERLOO. 

Thou  8aw^st  in  seas  of  gore  expire 
Redoubted  Pictok^s  soul  of  fire-^ 
Saw^st  in  the  mingled  carnage  lie 
All  that  of  PoMsoMBY  could  die— 
Db  Lancy  change  Lovers  bridal- wreath 
For  laurels  from  the  hand  of  Death-^ 
Saw^st  gallant  Milleb^s  failing  eye 
Still  bent  where  Albion^s  banners  fly, 
And  Camebon,  in  the  shock  of  steel. 
Die  like  the  offspring  of  Lochiel ; 
And  generous  Gobdok,  \nid  tlie  strife, 
Fall  while  he  watched  his  leader^s  life. — 
Ah  !  though  her  guardian  angePs  shield 
Fenced  Britain^s  hero  through  the  field, 
Fate  not  the  less  her  power  made  known, 
Through  his  friends^  hearts  to  pierce  his  own  t 


THE  FIELD  OF  WATERLOO.  35 

XXIL 
Forgive,  brave  Dead,  the  imperfect  lay  1 
Who  may  your  names,  your  numbers,  say  ? 
What  high-strung  harp,  what  lofty  line. 
To  each  the  dear-earned  praise  assign. 
From  high-bom  chiefs  of  mai*tial  fame 
To  the  poor  soldier^s  lowlier  name  ? 
Lightly  ye  rose  that  dawning  day, 
From  your  cold  couch  of  swamp  and  clay. 
To  fill,  before  the  sun  was  low. 
The  bed  that  morning  cannot  know.— 
Oft  may  the  tear  the  green  sod  steep, 
And  sacred  be  the  heroes^  sleep. 

Till  Time  shall  cease  to  run ; 
And  ne^er  beside  their  noble  grave 
May  Briton  pass,  and  fail  to  crave 
A  blesung  on  the  fallen  brave 

Who  fought  with  Wellington. 
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XXIII. 
Farewell,  sad  Field !  whose  blighted  face 
Wears  desolation^s  withering  trace; 
Long  shall  my  memory  retain 
Thy  ^atter^d  huts  and  trampled  grain. 
With  every  mark  of  martial  wrong. 
That  scathe  thy  towers,  fair  Hougoumont ! 
Yet  though  thy  garden^s  green  arcade 
The  marksman^s  fatal  post  was  made. 
Though  on  thy  shattered  beeches  fell 
The  blended  rage  of  shot  and  shell. 
Though  finom  thy  blacken^'d  portals  torn 
Thdr  £tll  thy  bhghted  £niit^4Fee5  mourn. 
Has  not  such  havock  bought  a  name 
Immortal  in  the  rolls  of  fimie  ? 


Yes— Aginoouit  may  be  fixgol. 
And  Cnessy  be  an  unknown  spot. 
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And  Blenheim^s  name  be  new ; 
But  still  in  story  and  in  song, 
For  many  an  age  remembered  long, 
Shall  live  the  towers  of  Hougoumont, 

And  fields  of  Waterloo. 
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CONCLUSION. 


Stebn  tide  of  human  Time !  that  know^st  not  rest^ 

But,  sweeping  from  the  cradle  to  the  tomb, 
Bear^st  ever  downward  on  thy  dusky  breast 

Sucoe»dve  generations  to  thar  doom ; 
While  thy  capacious  stream  has  equal  room 

For  the  gay  bark  where  Pleasure's  streamers  sport. 
And  for  the  prison-ship  of  guilt  and  gloom, 

The  fisher-skiff,  and  barge  that  bears  a  court. 
Still  wafting  onward  all  to  one  dark  silent  port. 
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stem  tide  of  Time !  through  what  mysterious  change 

Of  hope  and  fear  have  our  frail  barks  been  driven  ! 
For  ne^er,  before,  vicissitude  so  strange 

Was  to  one  race  of  Adam^s  offspring  given. 
And  sure  such  varied  change  of  sea  and  heaven, 

Such  unexpected  bursts  of  joy  and  woe, 
Such  fearful  strife  as  that  where  we  have  striven. 

Succeeding  ages  ne^er  again  shall  know. 
Until  the  awful  term  when  Thou  shalt  cease  to  flow. 


Well  hast  thou  stood,  my  Country !— -the  brave  fight 

Hast  well  maintained  through  good  report  and  ill ; 
In  thy  just  cause  and  in  thy  native  might, 

And  in  Heaven^s  grace  and  justice  constant  still. 
Whether  the  banded  prowess,  strength,  and  skill 

Of  half  the  world  against  thee  stood  arrayed. 
Or  when,  with  better  views  and  freer  will. 

Beside  thee  Europe^s  noblest  drew  the  blade. 
Each  emulous  in  arms  the  Ocean  Queen  to  aid. 
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Well  thou  art  now  repaid,  though  slowly  rose, 

And  struggled  long  with  mists  thy  blaze  of  fame. 
While  like  the  dawn  that  in  the  orient  glows 

On  the  broad  wave  its  earlier  lustre  came ; 
Then  Eastern  Egypt  saw  the  growing  flame. 

And  Maida^s  myrtles  gleamed  beneath  its  ray, 
Where  first  the  soldier,  stung  with  generous  shame, 

Rivaird  the  heroes  of  the  watery  way. 
And  washed  in  foemen's  gore  unjust  reproach  away. 

Now,  Island  Empress,  wave  thy  crest  on  high, 

And  bid  the  banner  of  thy  Patron  flow. 
Gallant  Saint  George,  the  flower  of  Chivalry ! 

For  thou  hast  faced,  like  him,  a  dragon  foe. 
And  rescued  innocence  from  overthrow, 

And  trampled  down,  like  him,  tyrannic  might. 
And  to  the  gazing  world  may^st  proudly  show 

The  chosen  emblem  of  thy  Sainted  Knight, 
Who  queird  devouring  pride,  and  vindicated  right. 
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Yet  'mid  the  confidence  of  just  renown, 

Renown  dear-bought,  but  dearest  thus  acquired, 
Write,  Britain,  write  the  moral  lesson  down : 

'Tis  not  alone  the  heart  with  valour  fired, 
The  discipline  so  dreaded  and  admired, 

In  many  a  field  of  bloody  conquest  known ; 
—Such  may  by  fame  be  lured— by  gold  be  hired— 

'Tis  constancy  in  the  good  cause  alone. 
Best  justifies  the  meed  thy  valiant  sons  have  won. 


NOTES. 


NOTES. 


Note  I. 

The  peasant,  at  his  labour  blithe. 

Plies  the  hook'd  stojff'and  shorten  d  *cyMe.— St.  II.  p.  7. 

The  reaper  in  Flanders  carries  in  his  left  hand  a  stick  with 
an  iron  hook^  with  which  he  collects  as  much  grain  as  he  can 
cut  at  one  sweep  with  a  short  scythe^  which  he  holds  in  his 
right  hand.  They  carry  on  this  douhle  process  with  great 
spirit  and  dexterity. 

Note  II. 
Pale  Brussels  I  then  what  thoughts  were  thine.-^SU  IX.  p.  15. 

It  was  affirmed  by  the  prisoners  of  war^  that  Buonaparte 
had  promised  his  army^  in  case  of  victory^  twenty-four  hours' 
plunder  of  the  dty  of  Brussels. 
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Note  III. 
"  C<mfroni  the  batter^sjaws  ofjlame  ! 
''  Rush  on  the  leveltd  gun  /"—St.  X.  p.  16. 

The  characteristic  obstinacy  of  Napoleon  was  never  more 
fUlly  displayed  than  in  what  we  may  be  permitted  to  hope 
will  prove  the  last  of  his  fields.  He  .would  listen  to  no  ad- 
vice, and  allow  of  no  obstacles.  An  eye-witness  has  given 
the  follc^tving  account  of  his  demeanour  towards  the  end  of 
the  action : — 

*'  It  was  near  seven  o'clock ;  Buonaparte,  who,  till  then, 
"  had  remained  upon  the  ridge  of  the  hill  whence  he  could 
"  best  behold  what  passed,  contemplated,  with  a  stem  coim- 
"  tenance,  the  scene  of  this  horrible  slaughter.  The  more 
"  (ttat  obstacles  seemed  to  multiply,  the  more  his  obstinacy 
''  seemed  to  increase.  He  became  indignant  at  these  unfore- 
''  seen  difficulties;  and,  fiur  from  fearing  to  push  to  extremi- 
'^  ties  an  army  whose  confidence  in  him  was  boundless,  he 
"  ceased  not  to  pour  down  freah  troops,  and  to  give  orders  to 
*'  march  forward— to  charge  with  the  bayonet — to  carry  by 
''  storm.  He  was  repeatedly  informed,  from  different  points, 
"  that  the  day  went  against  him,  and  that  the  troops  seemed 
'^  to  be  disordered ;  to  which  he  only  replied, — '  En  avant ! 
"  en  avant !' 

"  One  general  sent  to  inform  the  Emperor  that  he  was  in 
'*  a  position  which  he  could  not  maintain,  because  it  was 
"  commanded  by  a  battery,  and  requested  to  know,  at  the 
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"  same  time^  in  what  way  he  should  protect  his  division  from 
'*  the  murderous  fire  of  the  English  artillery.  ^  Let  him  storm 
'^  the  battery^' replied  Buonaparte^  and  turned  his  back  on  the 
"  aid*de-camp  who  brought  the  message."— *i{e/ah'on  de  le 
BaiaiUe  de  Mont^Saini  Jean*  Par  un  Temoin  Oeculaire. 
Vam,  1815,  Svo.  p.  51. 

Note  IV. 
7^  fate  their  leader  shunn'd  to  jAare.— St.  X.  p.  17. 
It  has  been  reported  that  Buonaparte  charged  at  the  head 
of  his  guards  at  the  last  period  of  this  dreadful  conflict.  This^ 
however,  is  not  accurate.  He  came  down,  indeed,  to  a  hol- 
low part  of  the  high  road  leading  to  Charleroi,  within  less  than 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  farm  of  La  Haye  Sainte,  one  of  the 
points  most  fiercely  disputed.  Here  he  harangued  the  guards, 
and  informed  them  that  his  preceding  operations  had  destroy- 
ed the  British  infantry  and  cavalry,  and  that  they  had  only  to 
support  the  fire  of  the  artillery,  which  they  were  to  attack  with 
the  bayonet.  This  exhortation  was  received  with  shouts  of 
Vive  TEmpereury  which  were  heard  over  all  our  line,  and  led 
to  an  idea  that  Napoleon  was  charging  in  person.  But  the 
guards  were  led  on  by  Ney ;  nor  did  Buonaparte  approach 
nearer  the  scene  of  action  than  the  spot  already  mentioned, 
which  the  rising  banks  on  each  side  rendered  secure  from  all 
such  balls  as  did  not  come  in  a  straight  line.  He  witnessed 
the  earlier  part  of  the  battle  from  places  yet  more  remote,  par- 
ticularly frt>m  an  observatory  which  had  been  placed  there  by 
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the  King  of  the  Netherlands^  some  weeks  before^  for  the  pur- 
pose of  surveying  the  country.  *  It  is  not  meant  to  infer  from 
these  particulars  that  Napoleon  shewed^  on  that  memorable 
occasion^  the  least  deficiency  in  personal  courage ;  on  the  con- 
trary^, he  evinced  the  greatest  composure  and  presence  of  mind 
during  the  whole  action.  But  it  is  no  less  true^  that  reporthas 
erred  in  ascribing  to  him  any  desperate  efforts  of  valour  for 
recovery  of  the  battle ;  and  it  is  remarkable^  that  during  the 
whole  carnage^  none  of  his  suite  were  either  killed  or  wound- 
ed^ whereas  scarcely  one  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  personal 
attendants  escaped  unhurt. 

Note  V. 

England  shall  tell  ihejight, — St.  X.  p.  17. 

In  riding  up  to  a  raiment  which  was  hard  pressed^  the 

Duke  called  to  the  men^  ^*  Soldiers^  we  must  never  be  beat^-— * 

*'  what  will  they  say  in  England  }"  It  is  needless  to  say  how 

this  appeal  was  answered. 

Note  VI. 
As  plies  ike  smith  his  clanging  trade ^ 
Against  the  cuirass  rang  the  blade^^^St*  XII.  p.  20. 
A  private  soldier  of  the  95th  regiment  compared  the  «ound 
which  took  place  immediately  upon  the  British  cavalry  mingling 


*  The  mistakes  concerning  this  observatory  have  been  mutuaL  The 
English  supposed  it  was  erected  for  the  use  of  Buonaparte ;  and  a 
French  writer  affirms  it  was  constructed  by  the  Duke  of  Wellington. 


NOTES.  49 

with  those  of  the  enemy^  to'  **  a  thousand  tinkers  at  work  mend^ 
'*  ingpats  and  kfittles," 


Note  VII. 
Or  wiU  thy  Chosen  brook  to  feel 
The  British  shock  ofleveffd  steeL-^^t.  XIII.  p.  83. 
No  persuasion  or  authority  could  prevail  upon  the  French 
trccpi  to  stand  the  shock  of  the  hayonet    The  Imperial 
Guards^  in  particular^  hardly  stood  till  the  British  were  with-- 
in  thirty  yards  of  them^  although  the  French  author^  already 
quoted^  has  put  into  their  mouths  the  magnanimous  sentiment^ 
^'  The  Guards  never  yield — ^they  die."    The  same  author  has 
oovered  the  plateau^  or  eminence^  of  St  Jean^  which  formed 
the  British  position^  with  redoubts  and  entrenchments  which 
never  had  an  existence.    As  the  narrative^  which  is  in  many 
respects  curious,  was  written  by  an  eye-witness,  he  was  pnw 
bably  deceived  by  the  appearance  of  a  road  and  ditch  which 
runs  ahmg  part  of  the  lull.  It  may  be  also  mentioned,  in  cri« 
ticising  this  work,  that  the  writer  states  the  Chateau  of  Hou- 
goumont  to  have  been  carried  by  the  French,  although  it  waa 
resolutely  and  successfully  defended  during  the  whol^  a<;tion. 
The  enemy,  indeed,  possessed  themselves  of  the  wood  by  which 
it  is  surrounded,  and  at  length  set  fire  to  the  house  itself;  but 
the  British  (a  detachment  of  the  Guards,  under  the  command 
of  Colonel  Mapdonnell,  and  afterwards  of  Colonel  Home,) 
made  good  the  garden,  and  thus  preserved,  by  their  desperate 
resistance,  the  post  which  covered  the  return  of  the  Duke  of 
^  Wellington's  right  flank. 
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SAINT  CLOUD. 


Soft  spread  the  southern  Summer  night 

Her  veil  of  darksome  blue ; 
Ten  thousand  stars  combined  to  light 
The  terrace  of  Saint  Cloud. 


The  evening  breezes  gently  sigVd, 
Like  breath  of  lover  true. 

Bewailing  the  deserted  pride 
And  wreck  of  sweet  Saint  Cloud. 
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The  drum^s  deep  roll  was  heard  afar. 

The  bugle  wildly  blew 
Good  night  to  Hulan  and  Hussar, 

That  garrison  Saint  Cloud. 


The  startled  Naiads  from  the  shade 
With  broken  uraa  withdrew. 

And  silenced  was  that  proud  cascade. 
The  glory  of  Saint  Cloud. 


We  sate  upon  its  steps  of  stone. 
Nor  could  its  silence  rue, 

_  X 

When  waked  to  music  of  our  own. 
The  echoes  of  Saint  Cloud. 


Slow  S^e  might  hear  each  lovely  note 
Fall  light  as  summer-dew, 
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While  through  the  moonless  air  they  float. 
Prolonged  from  fair  Saint  Cloud. 


And  sure  a  melody  more  sweet 

His  waters  never  knew. 
Though  mudc^s  self  was  wont  to  meet 

With  Princes  at  Saint  Cloud. 


Nor  then,  with  more  delighted  ear. 

The  drde  round  her  drew, 
Than  ours,  when  giUlier^d  round  to  hear 

Our  songstress  at  Saint  Cloud. 


Few  happy  hours,  poor  mortals  pass,— - 
Then  give  those  hours  th&x  due. 

And  rank  among  the  foremost  class 
Our  evenings  at  Saint  Cloud. 

Paris^  Sept,  6,  1815. 
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THE 


DANCE  OF  DEATH. 


Night  and  morning  were  at  meeting" 

Over  Waterloo ; 
Cocks  had  sung  thor  earliest  greeting,- 

Faint  and  low  they  crew,. 
For  no  paly  beam  yet  shone 
On  the  h^ghts  of  Mount  Saint  John ; 
Tempestdouds  prolonged  the  sway 
Of  timeless  darkness  over  day ; 
Wlurlwind,  thunder-clap^  and  ^ower, 

^M  it  a  predestined  hour* 
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Broad  and  frequent  through  the  night 
Flashed  the  sheets  of  levin-light ; 
Musquets,  glancing  lightnings  back. 
Shewed  the  dreary  biyouack 

Where  the  soldier  lay. 
Chill  and  stiffs  and  drenched  with  rain. 
Wishing  dawn  of  mom  again. 

Though  death  should  come  with  day. 


11. 
^Tis  at  such  a  tide  and  hour. 
Wizard,  witch,  and  fiend  have  power. 
And  ghastly  forms  through  mist  and  shower 

Gleam  on  the  gifted  ken ; 
And  then  the  affiighted  prophet^s  ear 
Drinks  whispers  strange  of  fate  and  fear. 
Presaging  death  and  ruin  near 

Among  the  sons  of  men ;— - 
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Apart  from  Albyn^s  war-array, 
^Twas  then  grey  ADaa  sleepless  lay ; 
Grey  Allan,  who,  for  many  a  day. 

Had  followed  stout  and  stem. 
Where,  through  battlers  rout  and  reel, 
Storm  of  shot  and  hedge  of  steel. 
Led  the  grandson  of  LocUel, 

Valiant  Fassiefem* 
Through  steel  and  shot  he  leads  no  more, 
Low-liud  ^mid  friends^  and  foemen^s  gor 
But  long  his  native  lake's  wild  shore. 
And  Sunart  roughs  and  hi^  Aidgower, 

And  Morvem  long  shall  tell. 
And  proud  Bennevis  hear  with  awe. 
How,  upon  bloody  Quaire-Bras,- 
Brave  Cameron  heard  the  wild  hurra 

Of  conquest  as  he  fell. 
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III. 
Xone  on  the  outskirts  of  the  host, 
The  weary  sentinel  held  post, 
And  heard,  through  darkness  far  aloof. 
The  frequent  clang  of  courser^s  hoof. 
Where  held  the  doak^d  patrole  their  course, 
And  spurr'^d  Against  storm  the  swaying  horse ; 
But  there  are  sounds  in  AUan'^s  ear, 
Patrole  nor  sentinel  may  hear. 
And  sights  before  his  eye  aghast 
Invisible  to  them  have  passed) 

When  down  the  destined  pliain^ 
^Twixt  Britain  and  the  Ijands  of  France, 
Wild  as  marsh-borne  meteors  glanee. 
Strange  phantoms  wheeTd  a  revel  d^mce^ 

And  doom'^d  the  future  slain. — 
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Such  fonns  were  seen,  such  sounds  were  heard. 
When  Scotland's  James  his  inarch  prepared 

For  Flodden's  fatal  plain ; 
Such,  when  he  drew  his  ruthless  sword. 
As  Chusers  of  the  Slain,  adored 

The  yet  unchristen'*d  Dane. 
An  indbtinct  and  phantom  band. 
They  wheeled  their  nng-dance  hand  in  hand. 

With  gestures  wild  and  dread ; 
The  Seer,  who  watched  them  ride  the  storm^ 
Saw  through  their  faint  and  shadowy  form 

The  lightning's  flash  more  red ; 
And  stai  thdr  ghastly  roundelay 
Was  of  the  coming  battle-fi»y. 

And  of  the  destined  dead. 


k  4     •  «> 
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IV. 

Wheel  the  wild  dance 
While  lightnings  glance, 

And  thunders  rattle  loud. 
And  call  the  brave 
To  bloody  grave. 

To  sleep  without  a  shroud. 


Our  airy  feet. 
So  light  and  fleet, 

They  do  not  bend  the  rye 
That  sinks  its  head  when  whirlwinds  rave, 
And  swells  agam  in  eddymg  wave. 

As  eadi  wild  gust  blows  by ; 
But  still  the  com,- 
At  dawn  of  mom, 

Our  fatal  steps  that  bore. 
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At  eve  lies  waste 
A  trampled  paste 

Of  blackening  mud  and  gore. 


V. 

Wheel  the  wild  dance 
While  lightnings  glance, 
And  thunders  rattle  loud, 

m 

And  call  the  brave 
To  bloody  grave. 

To  sleep  without  a  shroud- 


Wheel  Uxe  wild  danpe ! 
Brave  sons  of  France, 

For  you  our  ring  xn^kcs  room ; 
Make  space  full  wide 
For  martial  pride. 

For  banner,  spear,  *nd  plume, 
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Approach,  draw  near. 
Proud  cuirassier ! 

Room  for  the  men  of  steel ! 
Through  crest  and  plate 
The  broad-sword'*s  weight 

Both  head  and  heart  shall  feel. 


VL 

Wheel  the  wild  dance 
While  lightnings  glance, 

And  thunders  i^attle  loud, 
And  call  the  brave 
To  bloody  grave. 

To  sleep  without  a  shroud. 
Sons  of  the  spear  ! 
You  feel  us  near 

In  many  a  ghastly  dream ; 
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With  fancy's  eye 
Our  forms  you  spy. 

And  hear  our  fatal  scream. 
With  clearer  aght 
Ere  falls  the  night. 

Just  when  to  weal  or  woe 
Your  disembodied  souls  take  flight 
On  trembling  wing— each  startled  sprite 

Our  choir  of  death  shall  know. 


VIL 

Wheel  the  wild  dance 
While  lightning^s  glance. 

And  thunders  rattle  loud. 
And  call  the  brave 
To  bloody  grave. 

To  sleep  without  a  shroud. 
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Burst,  ye  clouds^  in  tempest  showers. 
Redder  rain  shall  soon  be  ours— ^ 

See  the  east  grows  wan— « 
Yield  we  place  to  sterner  game, 
Ere  deadlier  bolts  and  drearer  flame 
Shall  the  welkin^s  thunders  shame ; 
Elemental  rage  is  tame 

To  the  wrath  of  mati< 


VIII. 
At  mom,  grey  AllanV  mates  with  awe 
Heard  of  the  vision^  mghts  he  saw, 

The  legend  heard  him  say; 
But  the  Seer^s  gifted  eye  was  dim, 
Deafened  his  ear,  and  stark  his  limb. 

Ere  closed  that  bloody  day«« 

VOL.  X.  £ 
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He  deeps  far  from  his  Highland  heath,— 
But  often  tsf  the  Dance  of  Death 

His  comrades  tdl  the  tale. 
On  picquetjpofit,  when  ebbs  the  night. 
And  waning  watch-fires  glow  less  bright, 

And  dawn  is  glimmering  pale. 
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ROMANCE  OF  DUNOIS. 


FROM  THE  FRENCH. 


The  original  of  this  little  Romance  makes  part  of  a  manuscript  collection  of 
French  Songs,  probably  compiled  by  some  young  officer y  which  was  found  on 
the  Field  of  Waterloo,  so  much  stained  with  clay  and  with  blood,  as  sufficient" 
ly  to  indicate  what  had  been  thejhte  of  its  late  owner.  The  song  is  pop^Uar  in 
France,  and  is  rather  a  good  Specimen  of  the  style  of  composition  to  which  it 
bdongs.     The  translatum  is  strieily  UteraJl* 


^mumttmmm^mmm 


It  was  Dunois,  the  young  and  brai^,  was  bound  for  Fakstine, 
But  first  he  made  his  orisons  before  Saint  Mary^s  shrine  : 
"  And  grant,  immortal  Queen  of  Eteaven,^  was  still  the  Soldier^s  prayer, 
*^  That  I  may  prove  the  bravest  knight,  and  love  the  fairest  fair/^ 


His  oath  of  honour  on  the  shrine  he  graved  it  with  his  sword. 
And  followed  to  the  Holy  Land  the  banner  of  his  Lord ; 
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Where,  faithful  to  his  noble  tow,  his  war-cry  fiU'^d  the  air, 
^*  Be  honoured  aje  the  bravest  knight,  beloved  the  fairest  fair/ 


They  owed  the  conquest  to  his  arm,  and  then  his  Liege-Lord  said, 
**  The  heart  that  has  for  honour  beat  by  bliss  must  be  repaid.— 
^^  My  daughter  Isabel  and  thou  shall  be  a  wedded  pair, 
'^  For  thou  art  bravest  of  the  brave,  she  fairest  of  the  fair.^ 


And  then  they  bound  the  holy  knot  before  Saint  Mary  s  shrine. 
That  makes  a  paradise  on  earth,  if  hearts  and  hands  combine; 
And  every  lord  and  lady  bright  that  were  in  chapel  there. 
Cried,  ^'  Honoured  be  the  bravest  knight,  beloved  the  fairest  fair  T 
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THE  TROUBADOUR. 


Glowing  with  love/ on  fire  for  fame, 

A  Troubadour  that  hated  sorrow. 
Beneath  his  Lddy'^s  window  came, 

And  thus  he  sung  his  last  good-morrow : 
"  My  arm  it  is  my  country's  right, 

**  My  heart  is  m  my  true-love's  bower ; 
^'  Gaily  for  love  and  fame  to  fight 

<^  Befits  the  gallant  Troubadour.'' 


And  while  he  march'd  with  helm  on  head 
And  harp  in  hand,  the  descant  ifung. 

As  faithful  to  his  favourite  maid. 
The  minstrel-burthen  still  he  sung. 
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^^  My  arm  it  is  my  country^s  right, 
<^  My  heart  is  in  my  lady^s  bower ; 

^'  Resolved  for  love  and  fame  to  fight, 
**  I  come,  a  gallant  Troubadour.'*^ 


Even  when  the  battle-roar  waa  deep. 

With  dauntless  heart  he  hewM  his  way. 
Mid  splintering  lance  and  falchion-sweep. 

And  still  was  heard  his  warrior-*lay ; 
"  My  life  it  is  my  country's  right, 

**  My  heart  is  in  my  lady's  bower ; 
^^  For  love  to  die,  for  fame  to  fight, 

*^  Becomes  the  valiant  Troubadour*"' 


Alas !  upon  the  bloody  field 

He  fell  beneath  the  foeman's  glaive. 
But  still,  reclining  on  his  shield, 

£3(piring  sung  the  exulting  stave : 
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(( 


My  life  it  is  my  country^s  right, 
**  My  heart  is  in  my  lady's  bower; 
^^  For  love  and  fame  to  fall  in  fight 
'^  Becomes  the  valtant  Tzoubadour.'^ 
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FROM  THE  FRENCH, 


It  chanced  that  Cupid  on  a  seascxi, 
By  Fancy  urged,  resolved  to  wed, 

But  could  not  settle  whether  Reason 
Or  FoUy  should  partake  his  bed. 


What  does  he  then  ?— Upon  my  life, 
^was  bad  example  fop  a  deity-— 

He  takes  me  Reason  for  his  wife, 
And  Folly  for  his  hours  of  gaiety. 


Though  thus  he  dealt  in  petty  treason. 
He  loved  them  both  in  equal  measure ; 

Fidelity  was  bom  of  Reason, 
And  Folly  bix>ught  to  bed  of  Pleasure. 
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SONG, 

FOB  TUB  ANKIVEBSABY  MEBTING  OF  THE  PITT  CLUB 

OF  SCOTLAHP. 


0>  DBEAi>  was  the  time,  and  more  dreadful  the  omen. 

When  the  brave  on  Marengo  lay  slaughter'^d  in  vain, 
Andy  beholding  broad  Europe  bow^d  down  by  her  foemen, 

Pitt  closed  in  his  anguish  the  map  of  her  reign ! 
Not  the  fate  of  broad  Europe  could  bend  his  brave  spirit 

To  take  for  his  country  the  safety  of  shame ; 
O,  then  in  her  triumph  remember  his  merit. 

And  hallow  the  goblet  that  flows  to  his  name. 
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Bound  the  husbandman's  head^  while  he  traces  the  furrow, 

The  mists  of  the  winter  may  mingle  with  rain. 
He  may  plough  it  with  labour,  and  sow  it  in  sorrow. 

And  sigh  while  he  fears  he  has  sowM  it  in  vain ; 
He  may  die  ere  his  children  shall  reap  in  their  gladness, 

But  the  Uithe  haryest-home  shall  rmnember  his  dium ; 
And  their  jubilee-shout  shall  be  softened  with  sadness. 

While  they  hallow  the  goblet  that  flows  to  his  name. 


Though  ansdous  and  timeless  his  life  was  expended. 

In  toils  for  our  country  jveserved  by  his  care, 
Though  he  died  ere  one  ray  o'^er  the  nations  ascended, 

To  light  the  long  darkness  of  doubt  and  despair ; 
The  storms  he  endured  in  our  Britain's  December, 

The  perils  his  wisdom  foresaw  and  overcame. 
In  her  glory's  rich  harvest  shall  Britain  remember. 

And  hallow  the  goblet  that  flows  to  his  name. 
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Nor  forget  His  grey  head,  who,  all  diurk  in  a£9iction. 

Is  deaf  to  the  tale  of  our  victories  won. 
And  to  sounds  the  most  dear  to  paternal  affection, 

The  shout  of  his  people  applauding  his  Son  ; 
By  his  firmness  unmoved  in  success  and  disaster. 

By  his  long  reign  of  virtue,  remember  his  claim ! 
With  our  tribute  to  Pitt  join  the  praise  of  his  Master, 

Though  a  tear  stain  the  goblet  that  flows  to  bis  name. 


Yet  again  fill  the  wine-cup,  and  change  the  iSad  measure. 

The  rites  of  our  grief  and  our  gratitude  paid. 
To  our  Prince,  to  our  Heroes,  devote  the  bright  treasure. 

The  wisdom  that  plann'*d,  and  the  zeal  that  obeyed ! 
Fill  WsiLiKGTOV^s  cup  till  it  beam  like  hia  gloty. 

Forget  not  our  own  brave  Dalhovsib  and  GBifiiifi ; 
A  thousand  y6ars  hence  hearts  shall  bound  at  thdr  story. 

And  hallow  tbe  goblet  that  flows  to  their  fame. 
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SONG, 


ON  THE  LIFTING  OF  THE  BANNER  OF  THE 
HOUSE  OF  BUCCLEUCH^  AT  A  GREAT  FOOT-BALL  MATCH 

ON  GARTERHAU6H. 


From  the  brown  crest  of  Newark  its  summons  extending. 
Our  signal  is  waving  in  smoke  and  in  flame ; 

And  each  forester  bhthe  from  his  mountain  descending. 
Bounds  light  o^er  the  heather  to  join  in  the  game. 


CHORUS. 

TTien  up  with  the  Banner,  let  forest  winds fon  her. 
She  1ms  blazed  over  Ettricke  eight  ages  and  more  ; 
In  sport  we'U  attend  her,  in  battle  defend  her. 
With  heart  and  with  hand,  like  ourfothers  befiire. 
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When  the  Southern  invader  spread  waste  and  disorder. 
At  the  glance  of  her  crescents  he  |)aused  and  withdrew, 

For  around  them  were  marshall^'d  the  pride  of  the  Border, 
The  Flowers  of  the  Forest  the  Bands  of  Bucclevch* 
Then  up  with  the  Banner,  &c. 


A  stripIing^s  weak  hand  to  oiur  revel  has  borne  her. 
No  miul-glove  has  grasped  her,  no  spearmen  surround ; 

But  ere  a  bold  foeman  should  scathe  or  should  scorn  her, 
A  thousand  true  hearts  would  be  cold  on  the  ground. 
Then  up  with  the  Banner,  &c. 


We  forget  each  contention  of  dvil  dissensdon. 
And  hail,  Hke  our  brethren.  Home,  Douglas,  and  Car  i, 

And  Elliot  and  Pbikgle  in  pastime  shall  mingle. 
As  welcome  in  peace  as  their  fathers  in  war. 
Then  up  with  the  Banner,  &c. 
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Then  strip,  lads,  and  to  it,  though  sharp  he  the  treather. 
And  if,  by  mischance,  you  should  happen  to  fall. 

There  are  worse  things  in  life  than  a  tumble  oa  heather. 
And  life  is  itself  but  a  game  at  foot-ball. 
Then  up  with  the  Banner,  &c* 


And  when  it  is  ovet,  well  drink  a  blithe  measure 
To  each  Laird  and  each  Lady  that  witnessed  our  fun. 

And  to  every  blithe  heart  that  took  part  in  our  pleasure, 
To  the  lads  that  have  lost  and  the  lads  that  have  won. 
Then  up  with  the  Banner,  &c. 


May  the  Forest  still  flourish,  both  Borough  and  Landward, 
From  the  hall  of  the  Peer  to  the  Herd^'s  ingle-nook ; 

And  huzza !  my  bravehearts,  for  Buccleuch  and  his  standard. 
For  the  King  and  the  Country,  the  Clan  and  the  Duke  ! 
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Then  up  wiih  the  Banner,  leijbrest  winds Jhn  her. 
She  has  blazed  (yver  EttricJce  eight  ages  and  more ; 

In  sport  w^U  attend  her,  in  battle  defend  her. 
With  heart  and  with  hand  like  ourjathers  before. 
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JOCK  OF  HA2ELDEAN, 


AxB/— ''  A  Border  Mehd^ 


9$ 


The  first  stanxa  of  {his  Ballad  is  ancient.    The  others  were 
written  for  Mr  Camphelts  AXbyns  Anthology. 


fC 


I. 

W^HY  weep  ye  by  the  tide,  lad^  ? 

"  Why  weep  ye  by  the  tide  ? 
"  ril  wed  ye  to  my  youngest  son, 

^  And  ye  sail  be  his  bride : 
'^  And  ye  sail  be  Ins  bride,  ladie, 

'^  Sae  comely  to  be  seen^^^- 
But  qre  she  loot  the  tears  down  fa% 

For  Jock  of  Hazledean. 
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II. 

*^  Now  left  this  wilful  gnef  be  done, 

^^  And  dry  ^t  cheek  so  pale; 
<^  YovOkg  Frank  10  ehief  of  Enringlon, 

**  And  lavd  of  Ladgley-dale ; 
^^  His  step  is  first  in  peaceful  ha\ 

*^  His  sword  in  battle  keen^^«— 
But  aye  she  loot  the  tears  down  fa^ 

For  Jock  of  Haaeldean* 


iC 


in. 

A  chain  of  gold  ye  sail  not  lack, 

*^  Nor  braid  to  bind  your  hair ; 
"  Nor  mettled  hound,  nor  managed  hawk, 

**  Nor  palfrey  fresh  and  fair ; 
*^  And  you,  the  foremost  o^  them  a\ 

^^  Shall  ride  our  forest  queen^r— 
But  aye  she  loot  the  tears  down  fa^ 

For  Jock  of  Hazeldean. 
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IV. 

The  kirk  was  decked  at  morning-tide, 

The  tapers  glimmered  fair ; 
The  priest  and  brid^;room  wait  the  bride. 

And  dame  abd  knight  are  there. 
They  sought  her  both  by  bower  and  ha% 

The  ladie  was  not  seen  I 
She^s  q^er  the  Border,  and  awa^ 

Wi^  Jock  of  Hazeldean. 
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LULLABY  OF  AN  INFANT  CHIEF. 

Air---"  OadU  gu  lo."  * 


I. 
0,  HUSH  thee,  my  babie,  thy  sire  was  a.  knight ; 
Thy  mother  a  lady,  both  lovely  and  bright ; 
The  woods  and  the  glens,  from  th^  towers  which  we  see. 
They  all  are  belon^ng,  dear  babie,  to  thee. 

O  ho  ro,  i  ri  ri,  cadul  gu  lo, 

O  ho  ro,  i  ri  ri,  &c. 


11. 
O,  fear  not  the  bugle,  though  loudly  it  blows. 
It  calls  but  the  warders  that  guard  thy  repose ; 


*  **  Sleep  on  till  day.'*    These  wordsi  adapted  to  a  melody  somewhat 
difiercnt  horn  the  ongaalt  are  sung  in  my  friend  Mr  Terry^s  drama  of' 


«« 


Guy  Mannering." 


84  SONGS  A14D  MISCELLANIES. 

Their  bows  would  be  bended,  their  blades  would  be  red, 
Ere  the  step  of  a  foeman  draws  near  to  thy  bed. 

O  ho  ro,  i  ri  ri,  &c. 


III. 
O,  hush  thee,  my  babie,  the  time  soon  will  come. 
When  thy  sleep  shall  be  broken  by  trumpet  and  drum ; 
Then  hush  thee,  my  darling,  take  rest  while  you  may. 
For  strife  comes  with  manhood,  and  waking  with  day. 

O  ho  ro,  i  ri  ri,  &c. 
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PIBROCH  OF  DONALD  DHU. 

Written  for  Albyxi*8  Anthology. 
Air—."  Piobair  of  DhmuU  Duibh"* 


7%is  is  a  very  qncieni  Pibroch  belonging  to  Clan  MacDo^ 
nald,  and  supposed  to  refer  to  the  eaepedition  of  Donald 
Balloch,  who,  in  1431^  launched  from  the  Isles  with  a  con- 
siderable force,  invaded  Lochaber,  and  at  Inverlochy  de- 
feated and  put  to  flight  the  Earls  of  Mar  and  Caithness, 
though  at  the  head  of  ah  army  superior  to  his  own.  The 
words  of  the  set,  theme,  or  melody,  to  which  the  pipe  va- 
riations are  applied,  run  thus  in  Gaelic : 

Piobaiieadid  Dbooinl,  pwtwitiiarfid  Ohoonl ; 
Piobaiieacbd  Dhonuil  Duidb,  piobaireachd  Dhouuil ; 
Hobaireacbd  Phflnuil  Dliuidh^  p iobwen^  Dhonuil ; 
Piob  agus  bratadi  Air  faiche  InverlochL 


"  The  pibspflh  of  Ooaald  Ibe  Blade. 

9 
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The  ptpe-sunuDons  of  Donald  the  Bladi, 
The  pipe-summons  of  Donald  the  Black, 
The  war-pipe  and  the  pennon  are  on  die  gathering  place  at 
InTeilochy. 


PiBEOCH  of  Donuil  Dhu, 

Pibroch  of  Donuil, 
Wake  thy  wild  voice  anew, 

Summon  Clan-Conuil. 
Come  away,  come  away. 

Hark  to  the  summons  ! 
Come  in  your  war  array. 

Gentles  and  commons. 


Come  from  deep  gten,  and 
From  mountain  so  rocky. 

The  war-pipe  and  pennon 
Are  at  Inverlocky. 
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Come  every  hiU.plaid,  and 

True  heart  that  wears  one, 
Come  every  steel  blade,  and 

Strong  hand  that  bears  one: 


Leave  untended  the  herd. 

The  flock  without!  shelter ; 
Leave  the  corpse  uninterr^d. 

The  bride  at  the  altar ; 
Leave  the  deer,  leave  the  steer. 

Leave  nets  and  barges ; 
Come  with  your  fighting  gear, 

Broad  swords  and  targes. 


Come  as  the  winds  come,  when 

Forests  are  rended ; 
Come  as  the  waves  come,  when 

Navies  are  stranded : 


88  SONGS  AND  MISCELLANIES. 

Faster  oome^  fiuter  ctome. 

Farter  and  faster^ 
Chief,  vassal^  P^>  And  groooi, 

Tenant  and  master* 


Fast  they  o(*ne,  fast  they  come ; 

See  how  they  gath^  ! 
Wide  waves  the  eagk  plume. 

Blended  with  heather. 
Ciast  your  plaids,  draw  your  blades, 

Forward  eadb  man  set ! 
FibrocA  of  Donuii  Dhu, 

Knell  for  the  onset ! 
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NORA'S  VOW. 

AiK — "  Cha  teid  mis  a  ehaoidh."  * 
Written  for  Albyn's  Anthology. 


In  the  original  GaeUc,  the  Lady  make*  protestations  that  she 
wiU  not  go  with  the  Red  Earts'  son  until  the  stoan  should 
build  in  the  cliff',  and  the  eagle  in  the  lake^-until  one  moun" 
tain  should  change  places  with  another,  and  so  fieih*  It 
is  but  fair  to  add,  that  there  is  no  authority  for  supposing 
that  the  altered  her  mind-^^xcept  the  vehemence  of  her  pro^ 
testation^ 


I. 
HsAR  what  Highland  Nora  said, 
«<  The  Earlie^s  son  I  will  not  wed, 
^'  Should  all  the  race  of  nature  die, 
^^  And  none  be  left  but  he  md  I. 


*'  I  will  never  go  with  him. 


» 
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**  For  all  the  gold,  for  all  the  gear, 
^*  And  all  the  lands  both  far  and  near, 
"  That  ever  valour  lost  or  won, 
"  I  would  not  wed  the  EarUe^s  son.**— 


II. 

**  A  maiden'^s  vows,^  old  Galium  spoke, 
^^  Are  lightly  made,  and  lightly  broke ; 
"  The  heather  on  th6  mountain's  height 
**  Begins  to  bloom  in  purple  light; 
"  The  frost-wind  soon  shall  sweep  away 
^*  That  lustre  deep  from  glen  and  brae  ;^ 
"  Yet,  Nora,  ere  its  bloom  be  gone, 
"  May  blithely  wed  the  Earlie's  son.'' — 


III. 

"  The  swan,**  she  said,  "  the  lake's  clear  breast 
^*  May  barter  for  the  eagle's  nest ; 
^^  The  Awe's  fierce  stream  may  backward  turn, 
<^  Ben-Cruaichan  fall,  and  crush  Eilchum, 
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tc 


Our  kilted  clans,  when  blood  is  high, 
"  Before  their  foes  may  turn  and  fly ; 
'^  But  I,  were  all  these  marvels  done, 
"  Would  never  wed  the  Earlie'^s  san." 


IV. 

Still  in  the  water-lily'^s  shade 

Her  wonted  nest  the  wild  swan  made ; 

Ben-Cruaichan  stands  as  fast  as  ever. 

Still  downward  foams  the  Awe^s  fierce  river ; 

To  shun  the  clash  of  foemah^s  steel. 

No  Highland  brogue  has  turn'^d  the  heel ; 

But  Nora^s  heart  is  lost  and  won, 

— She^s  wedded  to  the  Earlie^s  son  ' 
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MACGREGOR'S  GATHERING. 

Air—''  7%atV  a  Grigalach"  * 
Written  fer  Albyn's  Anthology. 


These  verses  are  tidapted  to-  a  very  vnld,  yet  lively  gathering" 
tune,  used  by  the  MacGregors.  The  severe  treatment  of  this 
Clan,  their  outtawry,  and  the  prescription  of  their  very  nmne, 
are  alluded  to  in  the  Ballad. 


The  moon'^s  on  the  lake,  and  the  misf  s  on  the  brae^ 
And  the  Clan  has  a  name  that  is  nameless  by  day  ! 

Then  gather,  gather,  gather,  Gregalach  I 

Gather,  gather,  gather,  &c. 


*  *^  The  MacGregor  is  come 


»» 
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Our  agnai  for  fight^  that  from  monardis  we  drew. 
Must  be  heard  but  by  night  in  our  vengeful  haloo ! 

Then  haloo,  Gregalach  !  haloo,  Ghnegalaeh  ! 

Haloo,  lialoo,  haloo,  Gregalach,  &c. 


Gkn  Orcby's  proud  mountains,  Coalchuim  and  her  towers, 
Glenstrae  and  Glenlyon  no  longer  are  ours : 

WeVe  landless,  landless,  landless,  Gregalach  1 

Landless,  landless,  landless^  &c. 


But  doomed  and  devoted  by  vassal  and  lord, 
MacGregor  has  still  both  his  heart  and  his  sword ! 

Then  courage,  courage,  courage,  Gregalach, 

Courage,  courage,  courage,  &c. 


r 


If  they  rob  us  of  name  and  pursue  us  with  beagles. 

Give  their  roofs  to  the  flame,  and  their  flesh  to  the  eagles  ! 

Then  vengeance,  vengeance,  vengeance,  Gregalach  ! 

Vengeance,  vengeance,  vengeance,  &c. 
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While  tho^^s  leaves  in  the  forest,  and  foam  on  the  river^ 
MacGr^or,  despite  them,  shall  flourish  forever  ! 
Come  then^  Gregalach,  come  then,  Gregalach, 
Come  then,  come  then,  come  then,  &c. 


Through  the  depths  of  Loch  Katrine  the  steed  shall  career, 
O'^er  the  peak  of  Ben-Lomond  the  galley  shall  steer, 
And  the  rocks  of  Craig  Boyston  like  icicles  melt. 
Ere  our  wrongs  be  forgot,  or  our  vengeance  unfelt ! 

Then  gather,  gather,  gather,  Gregalach  ! 

Gather,  gather,  gather,  &c. 
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DONALD  CAIRD'S  COME  AGAIN. 


AiE— ''  Malcolm  Caird^s  come  again"* 


CHOBUS. 

Donald  CAiRjfs  come  again ! 
Donald  Cairns  come  again ! 
TeU  the  n£ws  in  hrvgh  amd  gien, 
Donald  Caird^s  come  again ! 

Donald  Caird  can  lilt  and  sing, 
Blithely  dance  the  Hieland  fling, 


*  Caird  dgoifies  Tinker. 
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Drink  till  the  gudeman  be  blind, 
Fleech  till  the  gudewife  be  kind ; 
Hoop  a  leglin,  clout  a  pan, 
Or  crack  a  pow  wi^  ony  man  ; 
Tell  the  news  in  brugh  and  glen, 
Donald  Caird^s  come  again. 
Donald  Cairns  come  again  i 
Donald  Catrd^s  come  again  ! 
TeU  the  news  in  brugh  and  glen, 
Donald  CairS$  comb  again. 


Donald  Caird  can  wire  a  maukin,  . 
Kens  the  wiles  o^  dun  deer  staukin. 
Leisters  kipper,  makes  a  shift 
To  shoola  muir-fowl  in  the  drift ; 
Water-bailiffs,  rangers,  keepers, 
He  can  wauk  when  they  are  sleepers ; 
Not  for  bountith  or  reward 
Dare  ye  mell  wi^  Donald  Caird. 
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Donald  CatrcPs  come  again  I 
DonaM  CaircTs  come  again ! 
Gar  the  bag-pipes  hum  amain^ 
Donald  Caird^s  come  again. 

Donald  Caird  can  drink  a  gill 
Fast  as  hostler-wife  can  fill ; 
Ilka  ane  that  sells  gude  liquor 
Kens  how  Donald  bends  a  bicker ; 
When  he's  fou  he's  stout  and  saucy, 
Keeps  the  cantle  of  the  cawsey ; 
Highland  chief  and  Lawland  laird, 
Maun  gi'e  room  to  Donald  Caird ! 

Donald  Caird^s  come  again ! 

Donald  CavrSa  come  agai/n  I 

TeU  the  news  in  brugh  and  glen, 

Donald  Caird! s  come  agavn, 

Steek  the  amrie,  lock  the  kist, 
Else  some  gear  may  well  be  mist ; 

VOL.  X.  '  G 
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Donald  Caird  finds  oira  tUngs 
Where  'Alkn  Gregor  fand  the  tings ; 
Dunts  of  kebbeck,  taits  ci  woo, 
Whiles  a  hen  and  whiles  a  sow, 
Webs  or  duds  frae  hedge  or  yard — 
'Ware  the  wuddie,  Donald  Caird  ! 
Donald  CaircPs  come  again ! 
DonaM  Caird! 8  corns. ogam  f 
Dinna  let  the  Skirra  hen 
Donald  Caitd^s  come  again* 

On  Donald  Caird  the  doom  was  stern, 
Craig  to  tether,  legs  to  aim ; 
But  Donald  Caird  wi'  mickle  study, 
Caught  the  gift  to  cheat  the  wUddie ; 
Rings  of  aim,  and  bolts  of  steely 
Fell  like  ice  frae  hand  and  heel !    - 
Watch  the  sheep  in  fauld  and  glen, 
Donald  Cturd^s  come  ^ggan  !         ^     ^ 
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Donald  CairSs  come  again  I 
Donald  Cairns  come  again  ! 
Dinna  let  the  Justice  Jcen 
Donald  Caird^e  come  again  ! 
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MACKRIMMON'S  LAMENT. 

AiE— "  Cha  m  mi  tuiUe."* 


Mackrimmon,  hereditary  piper  to  the  Laird  of  Macleod,  is  said  to 
have  composed  this  Lament  when  the  Clan  was  about  to  depart 
upon  a  distant  and  dangerous  expedition.  The  Minstrel  was 
impressed  with  a  belief,  which  the  event  verified,  that  he  woj  to 
be  slain  in  the  approaching  feud ;  and  hence  the  Gaelic  words, 
"  Cha  till  mi  tuille ;  ged  thiUis  Madeod^  cha  till  Mackrim- 
"  mon,"  ^'  I  shall  never  return  ;  although  Macleod  returns,  yet 
"  Mackrimmon  shall  never  return  !"  The  piece  is  but  too  well 
known,  from  its  being  the  strain  with  which  the  emigrants  from 
the  West  Highlands  and  Isles  usually  take  leave  of  their  native 
shore.  • 


jVIacleod^s  wizard  flag  from  the  gray  castle  sallies. 
The  rowers  are  seated,  unmoor'^d  are  the  gallies  ; 

Gleam  war^xe  and  broad-sword,  clang  target  and  quiver. 

As  Mackrimmon  sings,  ^^  Farewell  to  Dunvegan  for  ever ! 


•  **  We  return  no  more. 


»t 
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'^  Farewell  to  each  cliff,  on  which  breakers  are  foaming ; 
<<  Farewell  each  dark  glen,  in  which  red  deer  are  roaming ; 
^^  Farewell  lonely  Skte,  to  lake,  mountain,  and  river, 
**  Macleod  may  return,  but  Macknmmon  shall  never ! 


*^  Farewell  the  bright  clouds  that  on  Quillan  are  sleeping ; 
^^  Farewell  the  bright  eyes  in  the  Dun  that  are  weeping ; 
"  To  each  minstrel  delusion,  farewell ! — and  for  ever — 
^^  Mackrimmon  departs,  to  return  to  you  never  ! 
The  Banshee*s  wild  voice  sings  the  death-dirge  before  me, 
The  pall  of  the  dead  for  a  mantle  hangs  o^er  roe ; 
*^  But  my  heart  shall  not  flag,  and  my  nerves  shall  not  shiver, 
"  Though  devoted  I  go^to  return  again  never ! 


« 


« 


"  Too  ofit  shall  the  notes  of  Mackrimmon'*s  bewailing 
^*  Be  heard  when  the  Gael  on  their  exile  are  sailing ; 
"  Dear'land !  to  the  shores,  whence  unwilling  we  sever, 
"  Hetum — ^return-— return— shall  we  never ! 
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«<  Cha  tiU,  cha  till,  cha  tiU  mn  tuille  ^ 

*^  Cha  till,  cha  till,  olia  till  Bin  tuille, 

<<  Cha  till,  dia  tiU,  cha  till  an  tuille^ 

^  Gen  thillis  Madeod,  cha  till  Maduiioinonr 
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LAST  WORDS  OF  CADWALLON. 

Am--^"  Dqfydd  1^  Garreg'Wen,"  * 
•  •  *     -  •     •  •      #    .      , 

Written  for  Mr  George  Thomsok's  Welsh  Melodies. 


There  is  a  tradition  that  Dctfyddy  Garreg^wen,  a  famous  Welch 
Bard,  being  on  his  deaih^bed,  called  for  his  harp,  and  composed 
the  sweet  ynelfthfihofy  air  to  which  these  verses  are'un^fd,  rf^ 
,jguefting  that  it  might  be  performed  at  hisfunerai. 


i3iNAs  Emlinn^  lament,  for  the  moment  is  nigh, 
When  mute  in  the  woodlands  thine  echoes  shall  die ; 
No  mctfe-by  sWeet  Teivi.CADWALLON  sWl  i*ave. 
And  mix  hid  wild  notefs  with  the  wild-dashing  wave. 


• ««  David  of  the  White  |U)ck. 


1> 
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In  spring  and  in  autumn  thy  glories  of  shade 
Unhonour^d  shall  flourish^  unhonour^d  shall  fade ; 
For  soon  shall  be  lifeless  the  eye  and  the  tongue, 
That  viewed  them  with  rapture— with  rapture  that  sung. 


Thy  sons,  Dinas  Emlinn,  may  march  in  their  pride. 
And  chase  the  proud  Saxon  from  Prestatyn''s  side  ; 
But  where  is  the  harp  shall  give  life  to  their  name  ? 
And  where  is  the  bard  shall  give  heroes  their  fame  ? 


And  oh,  Dinas  Emlinn !  thy  daughters  so  fair, 
Who  heave  the  white  bosom,  and  wave  the  dark  hair. 
What  tuneful  enthusiast  shall  worship  their  eye. 
When  half  of  their  charms  with  C  adwallon  shall  die  ? 


Then  adieu,  silver  Teivi !  I  quit  thy  loved  scene. 
To  join  the  dim  choir  of  the  bards  who  have  been ; 
With  Lewarch,  and  Meilor,  and  Merlin  the  old. 
And  sage  Taliessin,  high  harping  to  hold. 
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And  adieu,  Dinas  Emlinti !  still  green  be  thy  shades, 
Unconquer'd  thy  warriors,  and  matchless  thy  maids ! 
And  thou,  whose  faint  warblings  my  weakness  can  tell. 
Farewell,  my  lov^d  Harp  !  my  last  treasure,  farewell ! 


i    1«6    ] 


ON 


ETTRICK  FOREST'S  MOUNTAINS 

DUN.* 


On  Ettrick  Foresfs  mountiuns  dun, 
^Tis  blithe  to  hear  the  sportsman'^s  gun^' 
And  seek  the  heath-frequenting  brood 
Far  through  the  noon-day  solitude ; 
By  many  a  cairn  and  trenched  mound. 
Where  chiefs  of  yore  sleep  lone  and  sound. 
And  springs,  where  grey-hair'*d  shepherds  tell. 
That  still  the  fairies  love  to  dwell. 


*  Written  after  a  week's  shooting  and  fishing,  in  which  the  Poet 
had  been  engaged  with  some  friends. 


A-? 
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Along  tbe  fiUver  streams  of  Twee^, 
^Tis  blitl^  th^  niDiie  fly  to  lead, 
When  to  thi^  book  the  salmon  springs^ 
And  the  line  wlustles  through  the  rings ; 
The  bdilxDg  eddy  see  hun  try, 
Then  dashii)g  fiom  the  current  high, 
Till  4«Eatcb£ul  eye  and  cautious  himd 
Havd  1^  his  wasted  strength  to  land. 

» 

^Tis  bUthe  along  the  midnight  tide. 
With  stalwart  arm  the  boat  to  guide ; 
On  high  the  dazzling  blaze  to  rear. 
And  heedful  plunge  the  barbed  spear ; 
Rock,  wood,  and  scaur,  emerging  bright. 
Fling  on  the  stream  their  ruddy  light. 
And  from  the  bank  our  band  appears 
Like  Genii,  armed  with  fiery  spears. 

'Tis  blithe  at  eve  to  tell  the  tale, 
How  we  succeed,  and  how  we  fail. 
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Whether  at  Alwyn's*  lordly  meal, 

Or  lowlier  board  of  Ashesteel  ;  "f 

While  the  gay  tapers  cheerly  shine, 

Bickers  the  fire,  and  flows  the  wine^- 

Days  free  from  thought,  and  nights  from  care. 

My  blessing  on  the  Forest  fair ! 


*  Alwyn,  the  seat  of  the  Lord  Somemlle ;  now,  alas !  unteiuuit- 
ed,  by  the  lamented  death  of  that  kind  and  hospitable  nobleman, 
the  author*s  nearest  neighbour  and  intimate  friend. 

f  Atftetteelf  the  poet*s  residence  at  that  time. 
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THE  SUN  UPON  THE  WEIRDLAW 

HILL. 

Air— ^^  IRimhin  aluin  *stu  mo  run" 

The  air,  composed  by  the  Editor  of  Albyn*8  Anthology.     The  words 
written  for  Mr  George  THOMsbN's  Scottish  Melodies. 


The  sun  upon  the  Weirdlaw  Hill, 

In  Ettrick^s  vale,  is  sinking  sweet ; 
The  wesdand  wind  is  hush  and  stiU, 

The  lake  lies  sleeping  at  my  feet. 
Yet  not  the  landscape  to  mine  eye 

Bears  those  bright  hues  that  once  it  bore ; 
Though  evening,  with  her  richest  dye. 

Flames  o'er  the  hills  of  Ettrick's  shore. 


110        SONGS  AND  MISCELLANIES. 

With  listless  look  along  the  plain, 

I  see  Tweed's  silver  current  glide, 
And  coldly  mark  the  holy  fane 

Of  Melrose  rise  in  ruin'^d  pride. 
The  quiet  lake,  the  bidiny  air. 

The  hill,  the  stream,  the  tower,  the  tree, — 
Are  they  still  such  as  once  they  were. 

Or  is  the  dreary  change  in  me  ? 

Alas,  the  warped  and  broken  board. 

How  can  it  bear  the  painter's  dye  ! 
The  harp  of  strained  and  tuneless  chord. 

How  to  the  minstrePs  skill  reply  I 
To  aching  eyes  each  landscape  lowers^ 

To  feverish  pulse  each  gale  blows  chill ; 
And  Araby's  or  Eden's  bowers 

Were  barren  as  this  moorland  hill. 


E    Pi    1 


THE  MAID  OF  ISI^A. 

Air— "  ine  Maid  of  IMi" 


•  *     .    » 


Written  for  Mr  George  Thomson's  Scottish  Melodies. 


Mil   'i 


O,  Maid  of  Isla,  from  the  clifT^ 

That  looks  on  troubled  wave  and  sky, 
Dost  thou  not  see  yon  little  skiff. 

Contend  with  oceati  gallantly  ? 
Now  beating  ''ga^st  the  breeze  ai;id  surge, 

And  ste^^d  W  leeward  deck  in  foam^ 
Why  does  she  war  unequal  urge  ?— 

O,  Isla^s  maid,  she  seeks  her  home. 


O,  Isla^s  maid,  yon  sea-bird  mark. 
Her  white  wing  gleams  through  mist  and  spray. 
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Against  the  storm-cloud,  lowering  dark, 
As  to  the  rock  she  wheels  away ; — 

Where  clouds  are  dark  and  billows  rave. 
Why  to  the  shelter  should  she  come 

Of  cliflF,  exposed  to  wind  and  wave  ? — 
O,  maid  of  Isla,  ^tis  her  home. 


As  breeze  and  tide  to  yonder  skiff, 
ThouVt  adverse  to  the  suit  I  bring, 

And  cold  as  is  yon  wintery  cliff, 

♦ 

Where  sea-birds  close  their  wearied  wing. 
Yet  cold  as  rock,  unkind  as  wave, 

Still,  Isla^s  maid,  to  thee  I  come ; 
For  in  thy  love,  or  in  his  grave. 

Must  Allan  Vourich  find  his  home. 


[     113     ] 


THE  FORAY. 


Set  to  music  by  John  Whitefield,  Mus.  Doc.  Cam. 


The  last  of  our  steers  on  the  board  has  been  spread. 
And  the  last  flask  of  wine  in  our  goblet  is  red ; 
Up !  up,  my  brave  kinsmen !  belt  swords  and  begone, 
There  are  dangers  to  dare,  and  there^s  spoil  to  be  won. 


The  eyes,  that  so  lately  mix'd  glances  with  our's, 
For  a  space  must  be  dim,  as  they  gaze  from  the  towers, 
And  strive  to  distinguish  through  tempest  and  gloom, 
The  prance  of  the  steed,  and  the  toss  of  the  plume. 


The  rain  is  descending ;  the  wind  rises  loud ; 

And  the  moon  her  red  beacon  has  veil'^d  with  a  cloud  ; 

VOL.  X.  H 
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'Tis  the  better,  my  mates  !  for  the  warder*'s  dull  eye 
Shall  in  confidence  slumber,  nor  dream  we  are  nigh. 


Our  steeds  are  impatient !  I  hear  my  blithe  Grey ! 
There  is  life  in  his  hoof-clang,  and  hope  in  his  neigh ; 
Like  the  flash  of  a  meteor,  the  glance  of  his  mane 
Shall  marshal  your  march  through  the  darkness  and  nun. 

The  drawbridge  has  dropp'd,  the  bugle  has  blown; 
One  pledge  is  to  quaff  yet — ^then  mount  and  be  gone  !— 
To  their  honour  and  peace,  that  shall  rest  with  the  slain ; 
To  their  health,  and  their  glee,  that  see  Teviot  again ! 


[     115     ] 


THE 

MONKS  OF  BANGOR'S  MARCH. 

AiE— ''  Tmddith  Miimge." 
Written  for  Mr  GEOftoE  Thomsok*8  Welch  Melodies. 


Ethelf&ib^  or  Olfkid^  King  of  Ncrthumberland,  having  be" 
sieged  Chester  in  613,  and  Baockhael^  a  British  Prince, 
advancing  to  relieve  it,  the  religious  of  the  neighbouring  mo* 
nastery  of  Bangor  marched  in  procession,  to  pray  for  the  suC" 
cess  of  their  countrymen.    But  the  British  being  totally  dc" 

4 

feated,  the  heathen  victor  put  the  monks  to  the  sword,  and  de^ 
stroyed  their  monastery.  The  tune  to  which  these  verses  are 
adapted,  is  called  tJte  Monk's  March,  and  is  supposed  to  have 
been  played  at  their  ill-omened  procession. 


When  the  heathen  trumpet's  clang 
Round  beleaguered  Chester  rang. 
Veiled  nun  and  friar  grey 
March'd  from  Bangor's  fair  Abbaye: 
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High  their  holy  anthem  sounds, 
Cestria^s  vale  the  hymn  rebounds. 
Floating  down  the  sylvan  Dee, 
O  miserere  Domine  I 


On  the  long  procession  goes. 
Glory  round  their  crosses  glows, 
And  the  Virgin-mother  mild 
In  their  peaceful  banner  smiled ; 
Who  could  think  such  saintly  band 
Doom'd  to  feel  unhallowed  hand  ? 
Such  was  the  Divine  decree, 

O  miserere  Domine  ! 


Bands  that  masses  only  sung. 
Hands  that  censers  only  swung. 
Met  the  northern  bow  and  bill^ 
Heard  the  war-cry  wild  and  shrill : 
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Woe  to  BrockmaePs  feeble  hand, 
Woe  to  01frid'*s  bloody  brand, 
Woe  to  Saxon  cruelty, 

O  miserere  Domine  I 


Weltering  amid  warriors  slain, 

Spurned  by  steeds  with  bloody  mane. 

Slaughtered  down  by  heathen  blade, 

Bangor^s  peaceful  monks  are  laid : 

Word  of  parting  rest  unspoke. 
Mass  unsung,  and  bread  unbroke ; 

For  their  souls  for  charity, 

Singy  O  miserere  Domine  i 

Bangor !  o^er  the  murder  wail ! 
Long  thy  ruins  told  the  tale. 
Shattered  towers  and  broken  arch 
Long  recaird  the  woeful  march :  * 


•  William  of  Malmsbuby  says,  that  in  his  time  the  extent 
of  the  ruins  of  the  monastery  bore  ample  witness  to  the  desolation 
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On  thy  shrine  no  tapers  bum, 

Never  shall  thy  priests  return ; 

The  pilgrim  siglis  and  sings  for  thee^ 

m 

O  miserere  Domine  I 


occasioned  by  the  massacre  $•— *'  tot  semirati  paiietes  ecdesiarum, 
**  tot  anfiractus  porticum,  tanta  turba  ruderum  quantum  vix  alibi 
"  cemas*" 


[     "9     ] 


FAREWELL  TO  THE  MUSE. 


Encmantkess,  farewell,  who  so  oft  has  decoyM  me. 

At  the  close  of  the  evenhig  through  woodlands  to  roam, 
Where  the  forester,  lated,  with  wonder,  espied  me 

Explore  the  wild  scenes  he  was  quitting  for  home. 
Farewell,  and  take  with  thee  thy  numbers  wild  speaking. 

The  language  alternate  of  rapture  and  woe  : 
Oh !  none  but  some  lover,  whose  heart-strings  are  breaking, 

The  pang  that  I  feel  at  our  parting  can  know. 

Each  joy  thou  couldst  double,  and  when  there  came  sorrow. 

Or  pale  disappointment  to  darken  my  way. 
What  voice  was  like  thine,  that  could  sing  of  to-morrow, 

Till  forgot  in  the  strain  was  the  grief  of  to-day  ! 
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But  when  friends  drop  around  us  in  lifers  weary  waning. 
The  grief,  Queen  of  Numbers,  thou  canst  not  assuage ; 

Nor  the  gradual  estrangement  of  those  yet  remaining. 
The  languor  of  pain,  and  the  chillness  of  age. 

^Twas  thou  that  once  taught  me,  in  accents  bewailing, 

To  sing  how  a  warrior  lay  stretched  on  the  plain. 
And  a  maiden  hung  o^er  him  with  aid  unavailing. 

And  held  to  his  lips  the  cold  goblet  in  vain ; 
As  vain  thy  enchantments,  O  Queen  of  wild  Numbers, 

To  a  bard  when  the  reign  of  his  fancy  is  o^er. 
And  the  quick  pulse  of  feeling  in  apathy  slumbers-— 

Farewell  then — Enchantress  ! — I  meet  thee  no  more. 


[     121     ] 


EPITAPH  ON  MRS  ERSKINE. 


Plain,  as  her  native  dignity  of  mind, 
Arise  the  tomb  of  her  we  have  resign'^d ; 
Unflaw^d  and  stainless  be  the  marble  scroll. 
Emblem  of  lovely  form,  and  candid  soul. — 
But,  oh  !  what  symbol  may  avail,  to  tell 
The  kindness,  wit,  and  sense,  we  lov'd  so  well ! 
What  sculpture  shew  the  broken  ties  of  life. 
Here  buried,  with  the  parent,  friend,  and  wife ! 
Or  on  the  tablet  stamp  each  title  dear. 
By  which  thine  urn,  Euphemia,  claims  the  tear ! 
Yet  taught,  by  thy  meek  sufferance,  to  assume 
Patience  in  anguish,  hope  beyond  the  tomb. 
Resigned,  though  sad,  this  votive  verse  shall  flow. 
And  brief,  alas !  as  thy  brief  span  below. 
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MR  KEMBLKS  FAREWELL  ADDRESS, 


ON  TAKING  LEAV£  OF  THE  EDINBUBGH  STAGE. 


As  the  worn  war-horse,  at  the  trumpet^s  sound, 
Erects  his  mane,  and  neighs,  and  pfLWs  the  ground- 
Disdains  the  ease  his  generous  lord  assigns, 
And  longs  to  rush  on  the  embattled  lines. 
So  I,  your  plaudits  ringing  on  mine  ear. 
Can  scarce  sustain  to  think  our  parting  near ; 
To  think  my  scenic  hour  for  ever  past. 
And  that  those  valued  plaudits  are  my  last. 
Why  should  we  part,  while  still  some  powers  remain, 
That  in  your  service  strive  not  yet  in  vain  ? 
Cannot  high  zeal  the  strength  of  youth  supply, 
And  sense  of  duty  fire  the  fading  eye ; 
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Aud  all  the  wtongs  of  age  remain  subdu^ 

Beneath  the  burning  glow  of  gratitude? 

Ah,  no !  the  taper,  wearing  to  its  close, 

Oft  for  a  space  in  fitful  lustre  glows ; 

But  all  too  soon  the  transient  gleam  is  past, 

It  cannot  be  renewed,  and  will  not  last ; 

Even  duty,  zeal,  and  gratitude,  can  wage 
But  short-lived  conflict  with  the  frosts  of  age. 

Yes !  It  were  poor,  remembering  what  I  was. 
To  live  a  pensioner  on  your  applause. 
To  drain  the  dregs  of  your  endurance  dry, 
And  take,  as  alms,  the  praise  I  once  could  buy ; 
Till  every  sneering  youth  around  inquires, 
"  Is  this  the  man  who  once  could  please  our  sires  ?" 
And  scorn  assumes  compassion^s  doubtful  mien, 
To  warn  me  oflF  from  the  encumbered  scene. 
This  must  not  be ;— and  higher  duties  crave 
Some  space  between  the  theatre  and  the  grave, 
That,  like  the  Roman  in  the  Capitol, 
I  may  adjust  my  mantle  ere  I  fall : 
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My  lifers  brief  act  in  public  service  flown, 
The  last,  the  closing  scene,  must  be  my  own. 

Here,  then,  adieu !  while  yet  some  well-graced  parts 
May  fix  an  ancient  favourite  in  your  hearts, 
Not  quite  to  be  forgotten,  even  when 
You  look  on  better  actors,  younger  men  : 
And  if  your  bosoms  own  this  kindly  debt 
Of  old  remembrance,  how  shall  mine  forget— 
O,  how  forget ! — ^how  oft  I  hither  came 
In  anxious  hope,  how  oft  returned  with  fame ! 
How  oft  around  your  circle  this  weak  hand 
Has  waved  immortal  Shakespeare^s  magic  wand, 
Till  the  full  burst  of  inspiration  came. 
And  I  have  felt,  and  you  have  fanned,  the  flame ! 
By  memory  treasured,  while  her  reign  endures. 
Those  hours  must  live^-^and  all  their  charms  are  your^s. 

O,  favoured  Land !  renowned  for  arts  and  arms. 
For  manly  talent,  and  for  female  charms, 
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Could  this  full  bosom  prompt  the  sinking  line, 

What  fervent  benedictions  now  were  thine ! 

But  my  last  part  is  playM,  my  knell  is  rung. 

When  e^en  your  praise  falls  faultering  from  my  tongue ; 

And  all  that  you  can  hear,  or  I  can  tell. 

Is— Friends  and  Patrons,  hail,  and  fare  you  well  ! 
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THE 


SEAKCH  AFTER  HAPPINESS; 


OB^ 


THE  QUEST  OF  SULTAUN  SOLIMAUN. 


Written  in  1817. 


O,  FOR  a  glance  of  that  gay  Muse^s  eye, 
That  lightened  on  Bandello^s  laughing  tale. 

And  twmkled  with  a  lustre  shrewd  and  sly 
When  Giam  Battista  bade  her  vision  hail !— * 

Yet  fear  not,  ladies,  the  naive  detail 


*  The  hint  of  the  following  tale  is  taken  from  La  Camitcia  Magka, 
a  novel  of  Giam  Battista  Casti. 
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Given  by  the  natives  of  that  land  canorous ; 
Italian  license  loves  to  leap  the  pale^ 
We  Britons  have  the  fear  of  shame  before  us^ 
And,  if  not  wise  in  mirth,  at  least  must  be  decorous. 


II. 

In  the  far  eastern  clime,  no  great  while  since. 
Lived  Sultaun  Solimaun,  a  mighty  prince, 
Whose  eyes,  as  oft  as  they  performed  their  round. 
Beheld  all  others  fix^d  upon  the  ground ; 
Whose  ears  received  the  same  unvaried  phrase, 
"  Sultaun !  thy  vassal  hears,  and  he  obeys  i"^-^ 
All  have  their  tastes— 'this  may  the  fancy  strike 
Of  such  grave  folks  as  pomp  and  grandeur  like ; 
For  me,  I  love  the  honest  heart  and  warm 
Of  Monarch  who  can  amble  round  his  £uin. 
Or,  when  the  toil  of  state  no  more  annoys. 
In  chimney  comer  seek  domestic  joys-— 
I  love  a  Prince  will  bid  the  bottle  pass. 
Exchanging  with  his  subjects  glance  and  glass ; 

4 
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In  fitting  time,  can,  gayest  of  the  gay, 
Keep  up  the  jest,  and  mingle  in  the  lay— 
Such  Monarchs  best  our  free-born  humours  suit. 
But  Despots  must  be  stately,  ^tem,  and  mute. 

III. 

This  Solimaun,  Serendib  had  in  sway — 

And  whereas  Serendib  ?  may  some  critic  say.^- 

Good  lack,  mine  honest  friend,  consult  the  chart. 

Scare  not  my  Pegasus  before  I  start ! 

If  Rennell  has  it  not,  youll  find,  mayhap. 

The  isle  laid  down  in  Captain  Sindbad^s  map, — 

Famed  mariner !  whose  merciless  narrations 

Drove  every  Mend  and  kinsman  out  of  patience, 

TiU,  fain  to  find  a  guest  who  thought  them  shorter. 

He  deign'd  to  tell  them  over  to  a  porter — 

The  last  edition  see,  by  Long,  and  Co., 

Rees,  Hurst,  and  Orme,  our  fathers  in  the  Row. 
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IV. 

Serendib  found,  deem  not  my  tale  a  fiction— 
This  Sultaun,  whether  lacidng  contradiction— 
(A  sort  of  stimulant  which  hath  its  uses, 
To  raise  the  spirits  and  reform  the  juices, 
— Sovereign  specific  for  all  sorts  of  cures 
In  my  wife's  practice,  and  perhaps  in  yours,) 
The  Sultaun  lacking  this  same  wholesome  bitter, 
Or  cordial  smooth  for  prince's  palate  fitter— 
Or  if  some  MoUah  had  hag-rid  his  dreams 
With  De^al,  Ginnistan,  and  such  wild  themes 
fielon^ng  to  the  MoUah's  subtle  craft, 
I  wot  not— but  the  Sultaun  never  laugh'd. 
Scarce  ate  or  drank,  and  took  a  melancholy 
That  scom'd  all  remedy  profane  or  holy  ; 
In  his  long  list  of  melancholies,  mad,' 
Or  mazed,  or  dumb,  hath  Burton  none  so  bad. 

VOL.  X.  I 
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PhysicianB  soon  arnTed,  sage,  ware,  and  tried. 
As  e''er  scrawPd  jargon  in  a  darkened  room ; 
With  heedful  glance  the  Sultaun^s  tongue  they  eyed. 
Peeped  in  his  bath,  and  God  knows  where  bendis. 
And  then  in  solemn  accents  spoke  their  doom, 
**  His  majesty  is  very  far  from  weU.*^ 
Thei^  each  to  work  with  his  specific  fell : 
The  Hakim  Ibrphim  instcmter  brought 
His  unguent  Mahazzim  al  Zerdukkaut,  * 
While  Roompot,  a  juractitioner  more  wily. 
Relied  on  his  Munaskif  al  fillfily.  * 
More  and  yet  more  in  deep  array  appear. 
And  some  the  frrnit  assail,  and  some  the  rear ; 
Their  remedies  to  reinforce  and  vary, 
Came  surgeon  eke,  and  eke  apothecary ; 


*  For  these  hard  words  see  D*Herbelot,  or  the  learned  editor  of  the 
Recipes  of  Avicenna. 
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Till  the  tired  Monarch,  though  of  words  grown  chary, 
Yet  dropt,  to  recompense  their  fruitless  labour, 
Some  hint  about  a  bowstring  or  a  sabre. 
There  lacked,  I  promise  you,  no  longer  speeches^ 
To  rid  the  palace  of  those  learned  leeches. 

VI. 
Then  was  the  oouncal  call'd-— by  their  advice, 
(They  deemed  the  matter  ticklish  all,  and  nice^ 

And  sought  to  shift  it  off  from  their  own  shoulcters)^^ 
Tartars  and  couriers  in  all  speed  were  sent^ 
To  call  a  sort  of  Eastern  Parliament 

Of  feudatory  chieftains  and  freeholders—- 
Such  have  the  Persians  at  this  very  day. 
My  gallant  Malcolm  calls  them  courouUai  ;'^* 
Tm  not  preplb*ed  to  shew  in  this  slight  song 
That  to  Serendib  the  same  forms  belong,— 
E^en  let  the  learned  go  search,  and  tell  me  if  Fm  wrong. 

*  See  Sir  John  Maloolm^s  admirable  History  of  Persia. 
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VII. 

The  Omrahs,  *  each  with  hand  on  scymitar, 
Gave,  like  Sempronius,  still  their  voice  for  war-* 
*^  The  sabre  of  the  Sultaun  in  its  sheath 
'*  Too  long  has  slept^  nor  owvi'd  the  work  of  death  ; 
''  Let  the  Tambourgi  bid  his  signal  rattle, 

Bang  the  loud  gong,  and  raise  the  shout  of  battle ! 

This  dreary  doud  that  dims  our  sovereign'^s  day. 

Shall  from' his  kindled  bosom  flit  away, 
^^  When  the  bold  Lootie  wheels  his  courser  round, 
^^  And  the  arm'^d  elephant  shall  shake  the  ground. 
'^  Each  noble  pants  to  own  the  glorious  summons— 
'^  And  for  the  charges— Lo!  your  faithful  Commons!^ 
The  Riots  who  attended  in  their  places 

(Serendib-language  calls  a  farmer  Siot) 
Look'^d  ruefully  in  one  another'^s  faces. 

From  this  oration  auguring  much  disquiet. 
Double  assessment,  forage,  and  free  quarters ; 
And  fearing  these  as  China-men  the  Tartars, 

•  Nobility. 
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Or  as  the  whi$ker^d  vermin  fear  the  poiousers, 
Each  fumbled  in  the  pocket  of  his  trowsers. 


VIII. 
And  next  came  forth  the  reverend  Convocation, 

Bald  heads,  white  beards,  and  many  a  turban  green, 
Imaum  and  MoUah  there  of  every  station, 

Santqn,  Fakir,  and  Calendar  were  seen. 
Thdir  votes  were  various— -some  advised  a  Mosque 

With  fitting  revenues  should  be  erecjted. 
With  seemly  gardens  and  with  gay  Kiosque, 

To  recreate  a  band  of  priests  selected ; 
Others  opined  that,  through  the  reahns  a  dole 

Be  made  to  holy  men,  whose  prayers  might  profit 
The  Sultaun's  weal  in  body  and  in  soul. 

But  their  long-headed  chief,  the  Sheik  UlrSofit, 
More  closely  touched  the  point ;— "  Thy  studious 

"  mood,'' 
Quoth  he,  "  O  Prince  J  hath  thicken'd  all  thy  blood. 
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And  dulTd  thy  brwi  with  labour  b^yopd  measure ; 
**  Wherefore  relax  a  space  and  take  thy  pleasure^ 
**  And  toy  with  beauty,  or  tell  o'er  thy  treasure ; 
^*  From  all  the  cares  of  state,  my  Liege,  enlarge  thee, 
**  And  leave  the  burthen  to  thy  faithful  clergy.'*'-^ 

These  oouqsek  sage  availed  not  a  whit. 

And  so  the  patient  (as  is  npt  qnoommon 
Where  grave  physicians  lose  their  time  and  wit) 

Resolved  to  take  advice  of  an  old  woman ; 
J3}B  mother  she,  a  dame  who  once  was  beauteous* 
And  still  was  call'^d  so  by  each  subject  duteous. 
Now,  whether  Fatima  wgfi  witch  in  earnest. 

Or  only  made  believe,  I  cannot  sayr- 
But  she  professed  to  cure  disease  the  sternest, 

By  dint  of  magic  amulet  or  lay ; 
And,  when  all  other  skill  in  vain  was  shown. 
She  deemed  it  fitting  time  to  use  her  ow^. 


J 
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X. 

^^  Sympa4hia  magica  hath  wonders  doo^,^ 

(Thus  did  old  Fatima  bespeak  her  son,) 

^*  It  works  upon  the  fibres  and  the  pores, 

^^  And  thus,  insenably,  our  health  restores, 

^^  And  it  must  hdp  us  here.— -Thou  must  endure 

^^  The  ill,  my  son,  or  travel  for  the  cure. 

^^  Search  land  and  sea,  and  get,  wherever  you  can, 

*^  The  inmost  vesture  of  a  happy  man  j 

^^  I  mean  his  shiet,  my  son ;  which,  taken  warm 

*^  And  fresh  from  off  his  back,  shall  chase  your  harm, 

^^  Bid  every  current  of  your  veins  rejoice, 

*^  And  your  dull  heart  leap  light  as  shepherd-boy  V* 

Such  was  the  counsel  from  his  mother  came  ;-^ 

I  know  not  if  she  had  some  under-game^ 

As  Doctors  have,  who  bid  their  patients  roam 

And  live  abroad^  when  sure  to  die  at  home  $ 

Or  if  she  thought,  that,  scmiehow  or  another, 

Queen-Regent  sounded  better  than  Queen-Mother  ; 
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But,  says  the  Chronicle,  (who  will  go  look  it,) 
That  such  was  her  advice— the  Sultaun  took  it. 


XI. 
All  are  on  board— the  Sultaun  and  his  train, 
In  gilded  galley  prompt  to  plough  the  main : 

The  old  Rais*  was  the  first  who  question^,  **  Whi- 
«  ther  r 
They  paused — "  Arabia,"  thought  the  pensive  Prince, 
"  Was  called  The  Happy  many  ages  since — 

**  ForMokha,  Rais." — ^And  they  came  safely  thither. 
But  not  in  Araby  with  all  her  balm. 
Not  where  Judea  weeps  beneath  her  palm. 
Not  in  rich  Egypt,  not  in  Nubian  waste. 
Could  there  the  step  of  hapjnness  be  traced. 
One  Copt  alone  professed  to  have  seen  her  smile, 
When  Bruce  his  goblet  filled  at  infant  Nile : 

*  Master  of  the  vessel. 
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She  blessed  the  dauntless  traveller  as  he  quaff^d^ 
But  vanished  from  him  with  the  ended  draught* 


XII. 
"  Enough  of  turbans,^  said  the  weary  King, 
"  These  dolimans  of  ours  are  not  the  thing ; 
^^  Try  we  the  Giaours,  these  men  of  coat  and  cap,  I 
^^  Incline  to  think  some  of  them  must  be  happy ; 
^^  At  least,  they  have  as  fair  a  cause  as  any  can, 
^^  They  drink  good  wine  and  keep  no  Ramazan. 
"  Then  northward,  ho  F — The  vessel  cuts  the  sea. 
And  fair  Italia  lies  upon  her  lee. — 
But  fair  Italia,  she  who  once  unfurPd 
Her  eagle-banners  o^er  a  conquer'^d  world. 
Long  from  her  throne  of  domination  tumbled, 
L^y?  ^y  ^^^  quondam  vassals,  sorely  humbled ; 
*  The  Pope  himself  looked  pensive,  pale,  and  lean, 
And  was  not  half  the  man  he  once  had  been* 
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«  Whik  these  the  priest  and  those  the  noble  fleeces, 

*^  Our  poor  old  boot,^*  they  sud,  '^  is  torn  to  peoes. 

^*  Its  tops  -|-  the  vengeful  daws  of  Austria  feel, 

^  And  the  Great  Devil  is  rending  toe  and  heel.  X 

'^  If  happiness  you  seek,  to  tell  you  truly, 

'<  We  think  she  dweUs  with  one  Giovanni  Bulh; 

^  A  tramontane^  a  heretic,— the  buck, 

^  Poffaredio !  still  has  all  the  luck ; 

^  By  land  or  ocean  never  strikes  his  flag— 

^  And  then— -a  perfect  walking  money-bag.^-^ 

Off  set  our  Prince  to  seek  John  Builds  abode. 

Bat  first  took  France— it  lay  upon  the  road* 

« 

XIII. 
Monsieur  Baboon,  after  much  late  commoti(»i. 
Was  agitated  like  a  settling  ocean. 


*  The  weU-kaovn  lesemblanee  of  Italy  in  the  map. 
-f*  FloreDoe,  Venice,  &c. 

$  The  CalabriaB»  infested  by  bands  of  MMasairift.     One  of  the  leaders 
If a«  failed  Kn  DiatoIo,  L  e.  Brother  DeriL 
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Quite  out  of  sorts,  and  could  not  tell  what  ail'*d  him, 
Only  the  glory  of  his  house  had  fail'^d  him ; 
Besides,  some  tiiimours  on  his  noddle  biding, 
Gave  indication  of  a  recent  hiding**— *- 
Our  Prince,  though  Sultauns  of  such  things  are 

heedless^ 
Thought  it  a  thing  indelicate  and  needless 
To  ask,  if  at  that  moment  he  was  happy. 
And  Monsieur,  seeing  that  he  was  comme  Ufaut^  a 
Loud  voice  mustered  up,  for  *'  Vive  le  Roi  r 

Then  whisper^ , "  Ave  you  any  news  of  Nappy  ?*• 
The  Sultaun  answer^  him  with  a  cross  question,—^ 
^  Fray,  can  you  tell  me  aught  of  one  John  Bull, 
^^  That  dwells  somewhere  beyond  your  herring^r 
pool?^ 
The  query  seemed  of  difiScult  digestion. 
The  party  shrugged,  and  gnm'd,  and  took  his  snuff, 
Ai)d  found  his  whole  good  breeding  scarce  enough* 

*^r  drubbiog;  w  called  in  the  Slang  Dictionaiy. 


J 
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XIV. 

Twitching  his  visage  into  as  many  puckers 

As  damsels  wont  to  put  into  their  tuckers, 

(Ere  liberal  Fashion  damned  both  lace  and  lawn. 

And  bade  the  veil  of  modesty  be  drawn,) 

Replied  the  Frenchman  after  a  brief  pause, 

"  Jean  Bool !— I  vas  not  know  him— Yes^  I  vas— 

'^  I  vas  remember  dat,  von  year  or  two^ 

^^  I  saw  him  at  von  place  called  Vaterloo-^ 

'^  Ma  foi !  il  s^est  tres  joliment  battu, 

^^  Dat  is  for  Englishman,— m^entendez  vous  ? 

^'  But  den  he  had  wit  him  one  damn  scm-gun, 

**  Rogue  I  no  like— dey  call  him  Vellington.**' — 

Monsieur^s  politeness  could  not  hide  his  fret. 

So  Solimaun  took  leave,  and  crossed  the  strait. 


XV. 

John  Bull  was  in  his  very  worst  of  moods. 
Raving  of  sterile  farms  and  unsold  goods ; 
His  sugar-loaves  and  bales  about  he  threw, 
And  on  his  counter  beat  the  devil^s  tattoo. 


I 
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His  wars  were  ended,  and  the  victory  won,  . 
But  then,  "'twas  reckoning-day  with  honest  John  ; 
And  authors  vouch,  ^twas  slill  this  Worthy^s  way, 
"  Never  to  grumble  till  he  came  to  pay ; 
^^  And  then  he  always  thinks,  his  temperas  such, 
"  The  work  too  little,*  and  the  pay  too  much.*"* 
Yet,  grumbler  as  he  is,  so  kind  and  hearty, 
That  when  his  mortal  foe  was  on  the  floor. 
And  past  the  power  to  harm  his  quiet  more, 
Poor  John  had  well  nigh  wept  for  Buonaparte  I 
Such  was  the  wight  whom  Solimaun  salam^d, — 
"  And  who  are  you,"  John  answered,  "  and  be  d— d  ?** 


XVI. 

^^  A  stranger,  come  to  see  the  happiest  man, — 
So,  seignior,  all  avouch, — ^in  Fran^stan."" — -|- 
Happy  ?  My  tenants  breaking  on  my  hand ; 

"  Unstock'd  my  pastures,  and  untilPd  my  land ; 


(C 
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•  See  the  Trae-Borfi  Englishman,  by  Daniel  De  Foe. 
*|*  Europe. 
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'*  Sugar  and  rum  a  drug,  and  mice  and  moths 
'^  The  sole  consumers  of  my  good  broad  dothi 
**  Happy  ?— Why,  cursed  war  and  racking  tax 
**  Have  lefl  us  scarcely  raiment  to  otir  batks.^-^ 
^*  In  that  case,  seignior,  I  may  take  my  leave;   * 
"  I  came  to  ask  a  favour-^-biit  I  grieve*——* 
Favour  ?*  said  John,  and  eyed  the  Sultaun  hardy 
If  s  my  belief  you  came  to  break  the  yard  !— 
But,  stay,  you  look  like  some  poor  fcxreign  sinner,-^ 
Take  that  to  buy  yourself  a  shirt  and  dinner.*— *3 
With  that  he  chucked  a  guinea  at  his  head ; 
But,  with  due  dignity,  the  Sultaun  said, 
**  Permit  me,  sir,  your  bounty  to  decline ; 
^^  A  shirt  indeed  I  seek,  but  none  of  thine. 
Seignior,  I  kiss  your  hands,  so  fare  you  well."— « 
Kiss  and  be  d — d,''  quoth  John,  ^<  and  go  to  hell  l**-^ 
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XVII. 
Next  door  to  John  there  dwelt  his  sister  Peg, 
Once  a  wild  lass  as  ever  shook  a  leg 
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When  the  blithe  bagpipe  blew — but,  soberer  now, 
Shis  daujcehf  span  her  flax  and  milked  her  cow. 
And  whereas  ^rst  she  was  a  needy  slattern. 
Nor  now  of  wealth  or  cleanliness  a  pattern. 
Yet  onee  a^month  her  house  was  partly  swept. 
And  once  a»week  a  plenteous  board  she  kept. 
And  whereas,  eke,  the  vixen  used  her  daws 

And  teeth,  of  yore,  on  slender  provocation. 
She  now  was  grown  amenable  to  laws, 

A  quiet  soul  as  any  m  the  nation ; 
The  sole  remembrance  of  her  warlike  joys 
Was  in  old  songs  she  s^ng  to  please  her  boys. 
John  Bull,  whom,  in  their  years  of  early  strife. 
She  wont  to  lead  a  cat-and-doggish  life. 
Now  found  the  woman,  as  he  said,  a  neighbour. 
Who  look'^d  to  the  main  chance,  declined  no  labour. 
Loved  a  long  grace,  and  spoke  a  northern  jargon, 
And  was  d— d  close  in  making  of  a  bargain. 
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XVIII. 

The  Sultaun  entered,  and  he  made  his  leg^ 
And  with  decorum  curtsied  sister  Peg; 
(She  loved  a  book^  and  knew  a  thing  or  two, 
And  guessed  at  once  with  whom  she  had  to  do.) 
She  bade  him  <^  Sit  into  the  fire,^  and  took 
Her  dram,  her  cake,  her  kebbuck.from  the  nook ; 
Asked  him  '^  about  the  news  from  eastern  parts ; 
And  of  her  absent  bairns,  puir  Highland  hearts  ! 
If  peace  brought  down  the  price  of  tea  and  pepper. 
And  if  the  nitnmgs  were  grown  ony  cheaper  ;— 
Were  there  nae  speeri/ngs  of  our  Mungo  Park— - 
Ye^ll  be  the  gentleman  that  wants  the  sark  ? 
If  ye  wad  buy  a  web  o'  auld  wife's  spinning, 
I'll  warrant  ye  it's  a  weel-wearing  linen." 
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XIX. 

Then  up  got  Peg,  and  round  the  house  'gan  scuttle. 
In  search  of  goods^her  customer  to  nail. 


J 
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Until  the  Stiltaun  strained  bis  princely  throttle^ 

And  holloed,— •<*  Ma^am,  that  is  not  what  I  ail. 
«  Pray,  are  you  happy,  ma^am,  in  this  snug  glen  r 
"  Happy  ?^  said  Peg;  ^*  What  for-  d'ye  want  to  t«i  t- 
^^  Beddes,  just  think  upon  this  by-gane  year^ 

^^  Grain  wadna  pay  the  yoking  of  the  pleugfa.* 
"  What  say  you  to  the  present  P-^-mi!*  MealVsae^emr^ 
.  ^^  To  mak  their  &n>»e my  bairns  have  scarce  aneugh,^' 
^*  The  devil  take  the  shirt,^  said  Solimaun, 
*'  I  think  my  quest  will  end  as  it  b^an.««» 
*^  Farewell,  ma'am;  nay,  no  ceremony,  I  beg'*  ■■■'■■ 
<'  Ye'll  no  be  for  the  linen  then  ?"  said  Peg. 

Now,  for  the  land  of  verdant  Erid^ 

The  Sultaun's  royal  bark  is  steering^ 

The  emerald  Isle  where  honest  Paddy  duTells^ 

The  couon  of  John  Bull,  as  story  tellsw 

For  a  long  space  had  John,  mth  woids  of  thunder. 

Hard  looks,  and  harder  knocks,  kept  Paddy  under,  ■'* 

VOIi.  X.  K  ^ 
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Till  the  poor  lad,  like  boy  tbnt's  flogged  unduly. 
Had  gotten  somewfaat  restive  and  unruly. 
Hafd  was  his  lot  and  lodging,  you^U  allow, 
A  wigwam  that  would  hardly  serve  a  sow ; 
His  landlord,  and  of  middlemen  two  braoe, 
Had  sorew^'d  his  rent  up  to  the  starving-place ; 
His  garment  was  a  top-ooat,  and  an  old  one. 
His  meal  was  a  potatoe,  and  a  cold  one ; 
But  still  for  fun  or  frolic,  and  all  that. 
In  the  round  world  was  not  the  matdi  of  Pat. 


The  Sultaun  saw  him  on  a  holiday. 

Which  is  with  Paddy  still  a  jolly  day : 

When  mass  is  ended»  and  his  load  of  sins 

Confess^d^  and  Moth^  Church  hath  from  her  binns 

Dealt  forth  a  bonus  of  imputed  merit. 

Then  is  Pat^s  tme  for  fancy,  whfan,  and  q>irit ! 

To  jest,  to  dng,  tp  caper  fair  and  free. 

And  dance  as  light  as  ktlf  upon  the  tree. 
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^*  By  Mahomet,^  said  Sultaun  SolimauD, 
*^  That  ragged  fellow  is  our  Very  man ! 
^*  Rush  in  and  seize  him-^-do  not  do  him  hurt, 
*<  But,  will  he  nill  he,  let  me  have  his  ^«r&^-^ 


XXII. 

Shilela  their  plan  was  well  nigh  after  baulking, 
(Much  less  provocation  will  set  it  a-walking,) 
But  the  odds  t^at  foil'd  Hercules  foil^4  Faddy  Whadk  ; 
They  seized,  and  they  floored,  and  they  irtrippVl  him 

—Alack! 
Up-bubbpo!  Paddy  had  not!'<'^^*r«  shirt  to  his  bade  J  !l 
And  the  King,  disappointed,  with  sorrow  and  shame, 
Went  back  to  Serendib  as  sad  -as  be  came. 
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EPlLOGtfE  to  THE  APPEAL. 


SPOK£N  BY  MBS  H.  STBDONS. 


A  CAT  of  yore  (or  else  old  Msop  fied) 
Whs  changed  into  a  fair  and  blooming  bride. 
But  spied  a  mouse  upon  her  marriage-day, 
Fdrgot  her  spouse,  and  seized  upon  her  prey ; 
JErea  thus  my  bridegroom  lawyer,  as  you  saw. 
Threw  off  poor  me,  and  pounced  upoia  papa. 
His  neck  from  Hjrmen'^s  mystic  knot  made  loose. 
He  twisted  round  my  eire^s  the  literal  noose. 
Such  are  the  fruits  of  our  dramatic  labour 
IKnce  the  New  Jiul  became  our  next  door  neighbour.* 


*  It  IS  necessary  to  mention,  that  the  allusioDs  in  this  piece  are  all 
local»  and  addressed  only  to  the  Edinburgh  audience.  The  new  pri- 
sons of  the  city»  on  the  Calton  Uillf  are  not  far  from  the  theatre. 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  APPEAL.  149 

Yesy  times  are  changed ;  fcM'^  in  your  father9^  ag^ 
The  lawyers  were  the  piMsrpQS  of  the  ^tagl? ; 
However  high  advanced  by  future  fate. 
There  stands  the  bench  {foiM»  to  the  Pit}  that  firpt^ 

received  their  weight. 
The  future  legal  sag^,  ''fws^  ours  to  see, 
Doom  though  unwiggM,  and  plead  without  ^  fee. 

« 

But  now,  astounding  each  poor  mimic  elf, 
Instead  of  lawyers  comes  the  Law  herself; 
Treraendoys  neighbour,  pn  our  right  she  dwells. 
Builds  high  her  towers  and  excavates  her  cells ; 
While  on  the  left,  she  agitates  the  town. 
With  the  tempestuous  question,  Up  or  down  ?  • 
^Twixt  Scylla  and  Charybdis  thus  stand  we, 
Law^s  final  end,  and  law^s  uncertainty. 


*  At  this  time,  the  pvbfic  of  Edinbuzgh  was  much  agitated  by  a  hiw- 
8uit  betwixt  the  Magistrates  and  many  of  the  Inhabitants  of  the  City, 
oonceraing  the  range  of  new  buildings  on  the  western  side  of  the  North 
Bridge  ;  which  the  hitter  insisted  should  be  removed  as  a  deformity.  . 
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But,  floftt  who  lives  at  Rome  the  Pope  tiiui^t  flatter, 
And  jails  atid  law-suits  are  no  jesting  matter. 
Then— just  farewell !  We  wait  with  serious  awe 
Till  yout  applause  or  censure  gives  the  law. 
Trusting  our  humble  efforts  may  assure  ye. 
We  hold  you  Court  and  Counsel,  Judge  and  Jury. 


TH£ 


BRIDAL  OF  TRIERMAIN ; 


OE, 


THE  VALE  OF  ST  JOHN. 


A  lover's  tale. 
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PREFACE 


TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 


In  the  Edinburgh  Annual  Register  for 
the  year  1809)  Three  Fragments  were  inserted, 
written  in  imitation  of  Living  Poets,  It  must 
have  been  apparent,  that,  by  these  prolusions,  no- 
thing burlesque,  or  disrespectful  to  the  authors, 
was  intended,  but  that  they  were  offered  to  the 
public  as  serious,  though  certainly  very  imper- 
fect, imitations  of  that  style  of  composition,  by 
which  eadi  of  the  writers  is  supposed  to  be  dis- 
tinguished. As  th^e  exercises  attracted  a  greater 
degree  of  attention  than  the  author  anticipated, 
he  has  been  induced  to  complete  one  of  them, 
and  present  it  as  a  separate  publication* 
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It  is  not  in  this  place  that  an  examination  of 
the  works  of  the  master  whom  he  has  here  adopt- 
ed as  his  model,  can,  with  propriety,  be  intro- 
duced ;  since  his  general  acquiescence  in  the  fa- 
vourable suffrage  of  the  public  must  necessarily 
be  inferred  from  the  attempt  he  has  now  made. 
He  is  induced  by  the  nature  of  his  subject,  to 
offer  a  few  remarks  on  what  has  been  called 
HomaNtiC  poetry  ; — ^the  popularity  of  which 
has  been  revived  in  the  present  day,  under  the 
auspices,  and  by  the  unparalleled  success^  of  one 
individuaL 

The  original  purpose  of  poetry  is  either  reli- 
^ous  or  historical,  or,  as  must  frequently  hap- 
pen, a  mixture  of  both.  To  modem  readeis,  the 
poems  of  Homer  have  many  of  the  features  of 
-pure  romance ;  but  in  the  estimation  of  his  con- 
temporaries, they  probably  derived  their  chief 
value  from  their  supposed  historical  authenti- 
city.    The  same  may  be  generally  said  of  the 

poetry  of  all  early  ages.     The  marvels  and  mi- 
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fades  tHbieh  the  poet  blends  with  his  song,  do 
not  excised  in  number  or  extravagance  the  fig^ 
ments  of  the  historians  of  the  same  period  of  so- 
eii^ty ;  and,  indeed,  the  difference  betwixt  poetry 
and  prose,  as  the  vehicles  of  historical  truth,  is 
always  of  late  introduction.  Poets,  under  vari* 
ous  dcfnominations  of  Bards,  Scalds,  Chroniclers, 
and  so  forth,  are  the  first  historians  of  all  nations, 
Their  intention  is  to  relate  the  events  they  have 
witnessed,  or  the  traditions  that  have  reached 
^m;  and  they  clothe  the  relation  in  rhyme, 
merely  as  the  means  of  rendering  it  more  solemn 
in  the  narrative,  or  more  easily  committed  to 
memory.  But  as  the  poetical  historian  improves 
in  the  art  of  conveying  information,  the  authen« 
tidty  of  his  narrative  unavoidably  declines.  He 
is  tempted  to  dilate  and  dwell  upon  the  events 
that  are  interesting  to  his  imagination,  and,  con- 
sdous  how  indifferent  his  audience  is  to  the 
naked  truth  of  his  poem,  his  lustory  gradually 
becomes  a  romance. 


1A6  BllIDAl.  OF  THIERMAIN. 

It  is  in  this  situation  that  those  epies  aie 
found  whieh  have  been  generally  r^arded  the 
standards  of  poetry ;  and  it  has  happened  some- 
what strangely,  that  the  modems  have  pointed 
out  as  the  characteristics  and  peculiar  excellen- 
cies of  narrative  poetry,  the  very  circumstances 
which  the  authors  themselves  adopted,  only  be- 
cause their  art  involved  the  duties  of  the  hist- 
torian  as  well  as  the  poet.  It  cannot  be  belie^ 
ved,  for  example,  that  Homer  selected  the  siege 
of  Troy  as  the  most  appropriate  subject  for  po- 
etry ;  his  purpose  was  to  write  the  early  history 
of  his  country ;  the  event  he  has  chosen,  though 
not  very  fruitfal  in  varied  incident,  nor  perfect- 
ly well  adapted  for  poetry,  was  nevertheless  com-< 
bined  with  traditionary  and  genealogical  anec- 
dotes extremely  interesting  to  those  who  were 
to  listen  to  him  ;  and  this  he  has  adorned  by  the 
exertions  of  a  genius,  which,  if  it  has  been  equal- 
led,  has  certainly  been  never  surpassed.  It  was 
not  till  comparatively  a  late  period  that  the  ge- 
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neral  accuracy  of  hisl  narratitve,  or  his  purpose  in 
composing  it,  was  brought  into  question.    Aoxst 

fiai  uvav  agihjg  Kai  iiK»o(rvpfig.^  Sut  whatever 
theories  might  be  framed  by  speculative  men^ 
his  work  was  of  an -historical,  not  of  an  allegori- 
cal nature.     'EvavltXXiJo '  [juila  n  "Mtvleofgi  xcct 

raroj  9C»i  Ifrro^tum  B7tvv6etvBro.  Bixog  ^s  fj(,iv  n^ 
xai  iMfVfiiMtrvpcb^^ttvrm  y^'a^B(r&ctt.^  Instead  of 
recommending  the  choice  of  a  subject  similar  to 
that  of  Homer,  it  was  to  be  expected  that  critics 
should  have  exhorted  the  poets  of  these  latter 
days  to  adopt  or  invent  a  narrative  in  itself  more 
susceptible  of  poetical  ornament,  and  to  avail 
themselves  of  that  advantage  in  order  to  com- 
pensate, in  some  degree,  the  inferiority  of  genius.^ 


^  Diogenes  Laertius^  I.  11^  p.  8. 
^  Homeri  Vita. 
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The  contrary  course  has  been  inculcated  by  al-> 
Inost  all  the  writers  upon  the  Epopceia ;  with 
iivhat  success,  the  fate  of  Homer's  numerous  im- 
itators may  best  shew*  The  ultimum  sy^apUeimm 
of  criticism  was  inflicted  on  ihe  author  if  he 
did  not  chuse  a  subject  which  at  once  depri- 
ved  him  of  all  claim  to  originality,  and  placed 
him,  if  not  in  actual  contest,  at  least  in  fatal 
comparison,  with  those  giants  in  the  land,  whom 
it  was  most  his  interest  to  avoid.  The  celebrar 
ted  receipt  for  writing  an  epic  poem,  which  ap? 
peared  in  The  Guardian,  was  the  first  instance  in 
which  common  sense  was  applied  to  this  depart* 
meiit  of  poetry ;  and  indeed^  if  the  question  be 
considered  on  its  own  merits,  we  must  be  satis- 
fied that  narrative  poetry,  if  strictly  confined  to 
the  gre^t  occurrences  of  history,  would  b^  depri* 
ved  of  the  individual  interest  which  it  is  so  well 
calculated  to  excite* 

Modem  poets  may  therefore  be  pardoned  in 
seeking  simpler  subjects  of  verse,  more  interest- 
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ing  in  pioportdon  to  their  simplicity.  Two  or 
three  figures,  well  grouped,  suit  the  artist  better 
than  a  crowd,  for  whatever  purpose  assembled. 
For  the  same  reason,  a  scene  immediately  pre-- 
sented^  to  the  imagination,  and  directly  brought 
home  to  the  feelings,  though  iiivolving  the  fate 
but  of  one  or  two  personsr,  is  more  &vourable  for 
poetry  than  the  political  stru^les  and  conyul* 
sions  which  influence  the  fate  of  kingdoms.  The 
former  are  within  the  readi  and  comprehension 
of  all,  and,  if  depicted  with  vigour,  seldom  fail 
to  fix  attention  :  The  other,  if  more  sublime,  are 
more  vague  and  distant,  less  capable  of  being  dis* 
tinctily  understood,  and  infinitely  less  capable  of 
exdting  those  sentiments  whidi  it  is  the  very 
purpose  of  poetry  to  inspire.  To  generalize  is  al« 
ways  to  destroy  effect.  We  would,  for  example,, 
be  more  interested  in  the  fate  of  an  individual 
soldi^  in  combat,  than  in  the  grand  event  of  a 
general  action ;  with  the  happiness  of  two  lovers 
raised  firom  misery  and  anxiety  to  peace  and 
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tmion,  than  with  the  successful  exertions  of  a 
whole  nation.  From  what  causes  this  may  ori- 
ginate, is  a  separate  and  ohviously  an  immaterial 
consideration.  Before  ascribing  this  peculiarity 
to  causes  decidedly  and  odiously  selfish,  it  is  pio^ 
per  to  recollect,  that  while  men  see  only  a  limit- 
ed space,  and  whUe  their  affections  and  conduct 
are  r^ulated,  not  by  aspiring  to  an  uniyersal 
good,  but  by  exerting  their  power  of  making 
themselves  and  others  happy  within  the  limited 
scale  allotted  to  each  individual,  so  long  will  in- 
dividual history  and  individual  virtue  be  the  rea- 
dier and  more  accessible  road  to  general  interest 
and  attention ;  and,  perhaps,  we  may  add,  that 
it  is  the  more  useful,  as  well  as  the  more  acces- 
sible, in  as  much  as  it  affords  an  example  capa- 
ble of  being  easily  imitated. 

According  to  the  authors  idea  of  Romantic 
Poetry,  as  distinguished  from  Epic,  the  former 
comprehends  a  fictitious  narrative,  filmed  and 
combined  at  the  pleasure  of  the  writer ;  b^pON 
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O^i^ljer  ^x^ts  n<^  r€|t)sies  the  ui^is  of  sji^p^iiatur 

ni]^  of  ilie  JEJjp/^;  ftp4  is  siiifeljeet  only  to  l^e 
whkh  good  ^sease,  g<^Qid  jis«t;%  laiid  g^  m^fsl^ 
a{^piy  to  eyery  sped/es  ^  |K)f9try  wiithoiMt  <9X^Pr 
tios.  TJiieiddte may  l^ ifi  a i;e»iote  ^gf^^^^ia |^ 
|)fres^U;t  the  story  may  4et^l  tb@  f^Y^^Pm  f^f 
a  prince  or  of  a  peasant.  In  a  w^d,  the  ^iiitbor 
is  absolute  master  of  his  country  and  its  inhabi- 
tants,  and  every  thing  is  permitted  to  him,  ex- 
cepting to  be  heavy  or  prosaic,  for  which,  free  and 
unembarrassed  as  he  is.  he  has  no  manner  of  apo- 
logy.  Those,  it  is  probable,  will  be  found  the  pe- 
culiarities of  this  species  of  composition ;  and,  be- 
fore joining  the  outcry  against  the  vitiated  taste 
that  fosters  and  encourages  it,  the  justice  and 
grounds  of  it  ought  to  be  made  perfectly  appa- 
rent. If  the  want  of  sieges  and  battles,  and  great 
military  evolutions  in  our  poetry  is  complained 
of,  let  us  reflect,  that  the  campaigns  and  heroes 

VOL.  X.  L 
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of  our  days  are  perpetuated  in  a  record  that  nei- 
ther requires  nor  admits  of  the  aid  of  fiction ;  and 
if  the  complaint  refers  to  the  inferiority  of  our 
bards,  let  us  pay  a  just  tribute  to  their  modesty, 
liiniting  them,  as  it  does,  to  subjects,  which,  how- 
ever indifferently  treated,  have  still  the  interest 
and  charm  of  novelty,  and  which  thus  prevents 
them  from  adding  insipidity  to  their  other  moie 
insuperable  defects. 


f  : 


[     163     ] 


THE 


BRIDAL  OF  TRIERMAIN 


INTRODUCTION. 


I. 

Come,  Lucy  !  while  ^tis  morning  hour, 

The  woodland  brook  we  needs  must  pass ; 
So,  ere  i]xe  sun  assume!  his  power. 
We  shelter  in  our  poplar  bower. 
Where  dew  lies  long  upon  the  flower. 

Though  vanished  from  the  velvet  grass. 
Curbing  the.  stream,  this  stoiiy  ridge 
May  serve  us  for  a  sylvan  bridge  ; 
For  here,  compelled  to  disunite, 
Round  petty  isles  the  runnels  glide. 
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And  chafing  ofF  their  puny  spite, 
The  shallow  munnurers  waste  thdr  might. 
Yielding  to  footstep  free  and  light 
A  dry-shod  pass  from  side  to  side. 

II. 

Nay,  why  this  heeiiatiBg  pause  ? 
And,  Lucy,  as  thy  step  withdraws, 
Why  sidelong  eye  the  streamlet'^s  brim  P 

Titania^s  foot  without  a  slip. 
Like  thine,  though  timid,  light,  and  slim. 

From  stone  to  stone  might  safidy  trip. 

Nor  risk  the  glamm-worm  clasp  to  dip 
That  binds  her  dipper's  dlken  rim. 
Or  trust  thy  lover^s  strength :  nor  fear 

That  this  same  stalwart  arm  of  mine. 
Which  could  yon  oak*s  prone  trunk  upis^ar, 
Shall  shrink  beneath  the  burtfien  dear 

Of  form  so  slender,  light,  and  fine--* 
So,— now^  the  dang^  daved  at  hat. 
Look  back,  aiid  smile  at  perils  past ! 
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III. 
And  now  we  reach  the  &vourite  glade. 

Paled  in  by  Gopse«-wood^  oliff^  and  atone, 
Where  never  harshear  soundd  invadie^ 

To  break  affection^  whispering  Ume^ 
Than  the  deep  breeze  that  waves  the  shade^ 

Than  the  small  brooklet^s  feeble  moan. 
Come  !  ledt  thee  on  thy  wonted  seat ; 

Mossed  is  the  stone,  the  tuff  is  green, 
A  place  where  lovers  best  may  meet^ 

Who  would  not  that  their  love  be  seen. 
The  boughsy  that  dim  th€  sUxnmer  sky, 
Shall  hide  us  irpm  ea(^  lurking  spy. 

That  fain  would  spxead  the  invidious  tale. 
How  Ludy  of  the  lofty  ey^ 
Noble  in  birth^  in  fortuned  hi^. 
She  for  whom  kurds  and  barons  sigh. 

Meets  her  poor  Arthur  in  the  dale. 

IV. 

How  deep  that  blush  l-^how  deep  that  sigh  ! 
And  why  does  Lucy  shun  mine  eye  ? 
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Is  it  because  that  crimsoB  draws 
Its  colour  froiQ  some  secret  cause. 
Some  hidden  movement  of  the  breast, 
She  would  not  that  her  Arthur  guessM  ? 
O  !  quicker  far  is  lovers^  ken 
Than  the  dull  glance  of  common  men, 
And,  by  strange  sympathy,  can  spell 
The  thoughts  the  loved  one  will  not  tell ! 
And  mine,  in  Lucy^s  blush,  saw  met 
The  hue  of  pleasure  and  regret ; 
Pride  mingled  in  the  sigh  her  voice. 

And  shared  with  Love  the  crimson  glow. 
Well  pleased  that  thou  art  Arthur's  chcHce, 

Yet  shamed  thine  own  is  placed  so  low. 
Thou  tum'^st  thy  self-ponfesong  oheek» 

As  if  to  meet  the  breeze^s  cooling  { 
Then,  Lucy,  hear  thy  tutor  speak, 
For  Love,  too,  has  his  hours  of  schooling 


Too  oft  my  anxious  eye  has  spied 
That  secret  grief  thou  fain  would^st  hide^ 


i 


i. 
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The  passing  pang  of  humbled  pride : 
Too  oft,  when  through  the  splendid  hall, 

The  load-star  of  each  heart  and  eye, 
My  fair  one  leads  the  glittering  baU, 
WiU  her  stoPn  glance  on  Arthur  fall, 

With  such  a  blush  and  such  a  sigh  ! 
Thou  would'st  not  yield,  for  wealth  or  rank. 

The  heart  thy  worth  and  beauty  won. 
Nor  leave  me  on  this  mossy  bank. 

To  meet  a  rival  on  a  throne : 
Why,  then,  should  vain  repinings  rise. 
That  to  thy  lover  fate  denies 
A  nobler  name,  a  wide  domain, 
A  Baron^s  birth,  a  menial  train. 
Since  heavm  asmgn^d  him,  for.  his  part, 
A  lyre,  a.faulchion,  and  a  heart  ? 


VL 

My  sword        its  master  must  be  dumb  ; 
But,  when  a  soldier  names  my  name, 
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Approach)  my  Luey !  fearless  coihe, 
N(Mr  dread  to  hear  of  Arthur^s  shame. 

My  heart-^^mid  aU  yon  courtly  crew, 
Of  lordly  rank  and  lofby  line^ 

Is  there  to  love  and  honour  true, 
That  boaMs  a  pulse  so  Warm  as  mine  ? 
They  praised  thy  diamonds^  lustre  rare-» 

Matched  with  thine  eyes,  I  thought  it  faded ; 
They  praised  the  pearb  that  bound  thy  hair«^ 

I  only  saw  the  locks  they  braided ; 
They  talkM  of  wealthy  dower  and  land. 

And  titles  of  high  fa&rdi  the  token-^ 
I  thought  of  Lucy^s  heart  and  hand, 

Nor  knew  th^  se&se  of  What  was  spoken. 
And  yet)  if  ranked  in  Fortune^s  rdl, 

I  might  have  kam^d  theii^  chmce  unwise, 
Who  rate  the  dower  above  the  soul. 

And  Lucy^s  diamonds  o^er  her  eyes. 
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VII. 

My  lyre-^it  is  an  idle  toy. 

That  borrows  accents  not  its  dwn^ 
Like  warbler  o(  Columbiaii  sky^ 

That  sings  but  in  a  mimic  tdiie.* 
Ne^er  did  it  souYid  6^er  saint^  well. 
Nor  boasts  it  aUght  of  Border  (^U ; 
Its  strings  iio  feudal  dogan  pour^ 
Its  heroes  dtaw  no  broad  daymore ; 
No  idumting  dans  applauses  HEUse, 
Becau^  it  spng  their  fatheite^  pmise ; 
On  Seottifih  mooty  fx  English  ckywn. 
It  ne'er  was  graced  with  fair  renown ; 
Nor  w(»i^^^4)est  meed  to  minstfd  true^^^M 
One  favouring  smild  from  fair  BvccLfincH ! 
By  one  poor  streamlet  sounds  its  tone, 
And  heaird  by  one  dear  M^  alone. 

«  The  Mocking  Bird. 
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VIII. 

But,  if  thou  bid^st,  these  tones  shall  teU, 

Of  errant  knight  and  damozelle ; 

Of  the  dread  knot  a  Wizard  tied. 

In  punishment  of  maiden^s  pride. 

In  notes  of  marvel  and  of  fear,    * 

That  best  may  charm  romantic  ear. 

For  Lucy  loves,— like  Collins,  ill-starred  name !  ^ 

Whose  lay^s  requital  :^as,  that  tardy  fame. 

Who  bound  no  laurel  round  his  living  head. 

Should  hang  it  o^er  his  monument  ^hen  dead,— 

For  Lucy  loves  to  tread  enchanted  strand. 

And  thread,  like  him,  the  maae  of  Fairy  land ; 

Of  golden  battlements  to  view  the  gleam. 

And  slumber  soft  by  some  Elysian  stream : 

Such  lays  she  loves,— -and,  such  my  Lucy^s  choice, 

What  other. song  can  claim  her  Poef s  voice  ? 
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CANTO  FIRST. 


Whbrb  18  the  Maiden  of  mortal  stnun, 
That  may  match  with  the  Baron  of  Triermain  ? 
She  must  be  lovely,  and  constant,  and  kind. 
Holy  ami  pure,  and  hundble  of  mind, 
Blithe  of  cheer,  and  gentle  of  mood. 
Courteous,  and  generous,  and  npble  of  blood*^ 
Lovely  as  llie  sun's  fivst  ray. 
When  it  breaks  thfe  clouds  of  am  April  day ; 
Constant  and  true  as  the  iiridowVl  dove. 
Kind  as  a  nn^usitrel  that  sings 4)f  love; 
Pure  as  the  fountain  in  rodiy  cave. 
Where  nev^r  sun-beam  kiss'^d  the  wave ; 

9 
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Humble  as  maiden  that  loves  in  vain. 

Holy  as  hennit^s  vesper  strain ; 

Grentle  as  breeze  that  but  whispers  and  dies. 

Yet  blithe  as  the  light  leaves  that  dance  in  its  sighs ; 

Courteous  as  monarch  the  morn  he  is  crowned. 

Generous  as  spring-dews  that  bless  the  glad  ground ; 

Noble  her  blood  as  the  currents  that  met 

In  the  veins  of  the  noblest  PlantagenetF— 

Such  must  her  form  be,  her  mood,  and  her  strain, 

That  shall  match  with  Sir  Roland  of  Triermain. 


II. 
Sir  Roland  de  Vaux  he  hath  laid  him  to  sleep, 
His  blood  it  was  fevered,  his  breathing  was  deep. 
He  had  been  pricking  against  the  Scot, 
The  foray  was  long,  and  the  skirmish  hot ; 
His  dinted  helm  and  his  buckler^s  plight  ^ 
Bore  token  of  a  stubborn  fight. 

All  in  the  castle  must  hold  them  still, 
Harpers  must  lull  him  to  his  rest, 
With  the  slow  soft  tunes  he  loves  the  best, 
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Till  sleep  sink  down  upon  his  treast, 
Like  the  dew  on  a  summer  hill. 


III. 

It  was  the  dawn  of  an  autumn  day  ; 
The  sun  was  struggling  with  frost-fog  grey, 
That  like  a  silvery  crape  was  spread 
Round  Skiddaw^s  dim  and  distant  head, 
And  faintly  gleamed  each  painted  pane 
Of  the  lordly  halls  of  Triermain, 

When  that  Baron  bold  awoke* 
Starting  he  woke,  and  loudly  did  call, 
Rousing  his  menials  in  bower  and  hall. 

While  hastily  he  spoke. 


IV. 

"  Hearken,  my  minstrels  !  Which  of  ye  all 
"  Touched  his  harp  with  that  djdng  fall, 

*'  So  sweet,  so  soft,  so  faint^ 
"  It  seem'd  an  angePs  whisper'd  call 

*^  To  an  expiring  saint  ? 
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^^  And  hearken,  my  merry  men !  What  time  or  where 
'*  Did  she  pass,  that  Maid  with  her  heavenly  brow, 
<<  With  her  look  so  sweet  and  her  eyes  so  fair, 
<*  And  her  graceful  step  and  her  angel  air, 
^'  And  the  eagle-plume  in  her  dark-hrown  hiur, 
**  That  pass''d  from  my  bower  e'en  now  ?^ 

V. 

AnswerM  him  JUchard  de  Brettville ;  he 
Was  chief  of  the  Baron'^s  minstrelsy,-^ 
<<  Silent,  noble  ChieAait}»  we 

'^  Have  sate  smce  midnight;  close, 
<'  When  such  luUing  sQunds  as  t^  buodkiet  siogs^ 
^'  Murmured  from  our  inciting  ^tr^gs, 

<<  And  hushed  you  to  repose. 
'^  Had  a  harp-note  souii/d^  here, 
**  It  had  ^ca^gblt  my  watchful  ^ei^'^ 

^^  Although  it  ^U  a9  ffdpjb  ^md  shy 

^^  As  bashful  Huu4eQ'*s  h^lfT&r«iM  sigh, 
"  When  she  things  her  IpFjer  i|uea|r.'^-rr 
AnswerM  Philip  of  Fa^]^^utf^  tfiU, 
He  kept  guard  in  the  outer-hall,— 
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<^  Since  at  eve  our  watch  took  post, 
^'  Not  a  foot  has  thy  portal  crossed  ; 

^^  Else  had  I  heard  the  steps,  though  low 
'^  And  light  they  fell,  as.  when  earth  rec^ves, 
^'  In  mom  of  frost,  the  withered  leaves, 

"  That  drop  when  no  winds  blow.^ — 


4( 


it 


VI. 
Then  come  thou  hither,  Henry,  my  page. 
Whom  I  saved  from  the  sack  of  Hermitage, 
^^  When  that  dark  castle,  tower,  and  spire, 
^'  Rose  to  the  skies  a  pile  of  fire, 

*<  And  reddened  all  the  Nine-stane  Hill, 
^^  And  the  shrieks  of  death,  that  wildly  broke 
^^  Through  devouring  flame  and  smothering  smoke, 

'^  Made  the  warrior^s  heartrblood  chill. 
^^  The  trustiest  thou  of  all  my  train, 
'^  My  fleetest  courser  thou  must  rein, 

^^  And  ride  to  Lyulph^s  tower, 
**  And  from  the  Baron  of  Triermain 
^^  Greet  well  that  Sage  of  power. 
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He  is  sprung  from  Druid  sires, 
And  British  bards  that  tuned  their  lyres 
To  Arthur^s  and  Pendragon''s  praise. 
And  his  who  sleeps  at  Dunmailraise. 
Gifted  like  his  gifted  race, 
^^  He  the  characters  can  trace, 
**  Graven  deep  in  elder  .time 
"  Upon  Helvellyn's  cliffs  sublime  ; 
^^  Sign  and  sigil  well  doth  he  kiiow, 
^^  And  can  bode  of  weal  and  woe, 
^^  Of  kingdoms^  fall,  and  fate  of  wars, 
^^  From  mystic  dreams  and  course  of  stars. 
^^  He  shall  tell  if  middle  eu-th 
<^  To  that  enchanting  shape  gave  birth, 
^<  Or  if  \was  but  an  airy  thing, 
^'  Such  as  ftatastic  shimb^s  bring, 
^^  Framed  from  the  rain-bow^s  varying  dyes, 
"  Or  fading  tints  of  western  skies. 
^^  For,  by  the  blessed  rood  I  swear, 
^'  If  that  fair  f<Hin  breathe  vital  air, 
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No  other  maiden  by  my  side 
"  Shall  ever  rest  De  Vaux's  bride  J" 


VII. 

The  faithful  Page  he  mounts  his  steed. 

And  soon  he  crossed  green  Irtbing''s  mead, 

Dashed  oW  Kirkoswald's  verdant  plain, 

And  Eden  barred  his  course  in  vain. 

He  passed  red  Penrith^s  Table  Round, 

For  feats  of  chivalry  renowned. 

Left  Mayburgh's  mound  and  stones  of  power. 

By.  druids  raised  in  ma^c  hour> 

And  traced  the  Eamonf  s  winding  way. 

Till  Ulfo^s  lake  beneal^  him  lay. 

vin. 

Onward  he  rode,  the  path-way  still 
Winding  betwixt  die  lake  and  hill ; 
Till  on  the  fragment  of  a  rook, 
Struck  from  its  base  by  Ughtning  shock, 
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He  saw  the  hoary  Sage  : 
The  silver  moss  and  lichen  twined. 
With  fern  and  deer-hair  checked  and  lined, 

A  cushion  fit  for  age ; 
And  o'*er  him  shook  the  aspin  tree, 
A  restless  rustling  canopy. 
Then  sprung  young  Henry  from  his  selle, 

And  greeted  Lyulph  grave. 
And  then  his  master^s  tale  did  tell. 

And  then  for  counsel  crave. 
The  Man  of  Years  mused  long  and  deep. 
Of  timers  lost  treasures  taking  keep. 
And  then,  as  rousing  from  a  sleep. 

His  solemn  answer  gave* 


IX. 
^^  That  maid  is  bom  of  middle  earth, 

^'  And  may  of  man  be  won, 
^^  Though  there  have  glided  since  her  birth, 

^'  Five  hundred  years  and  one. 
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"  But  whereas  the  Knight  in  all  the  north, 
**  That  dare  the  adventure  follow  forth, 
^*  So  perilous  to  knightly  worth, 
"  In  the  Valley  of  St  John  ? 
^^  Listen,  youth,  to  what  I  tell, 
^^  And  bind  it  on  thy  memory  well ; 
^^  Nor  muse  that  I  commence  the  rhym^ 
^^  Far  distant  mid  the  wrecks  of  time. 
The  mystic  tale,  by  bard  and  sage. 
Is  handed  down  from  Merlin^s  age. 


« 


X. 

^^  King  Abthub  has  ridden  from  merry  Carlisle, 

**  When  Pentecost  was  o'er : 
^^  He  journeyed  like  errant-knight  the  while, 
^^  And  sweetly  the  summer  sun  did  smile 

<^  On  mountain,  moss,  and  moor. 

> 

"  Above  his  solitary  track 
Rose  Glaramara'^s  ridgy  back. 
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*^  Amid  whose  yawning  gulphs  the  sun 

*^  Cast  umber'^d  radiance  red  and  dun, 

"  Though  never  sun-beam  could  discern 

*^  The  surface  of  that  sable  tarn, 

"  In  whose  black  mirror  you  may  spy 

<^  The  stars,  while  noon-tide  lights  the  sky. 

^^  The  gallant  King  he  skirted  still 

^^  The  margin  of  that  mighty  hill ; 

'^  Rocks  upon  rocks  incumbent  hung, 

'^  And  torrents,  down  the  gullies  flung, 

"  Joitfd  the  rude  river  that  brawPd  on, 

^^  Recoiling  now  from  crag  and  stone, 

^^  Now  diving  deep  from  human  ken, 

*^  And  raving  down  its  darksome  glen. 

*^  The  Monarch  judged  this  desart  wild, 

^^  With  such  romantic  ruin  piled, 

^^  Was  theatre  by  Nature^s  hand 

^'  For  feat  of  high  achievement  planned. 
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^^  O  father  he  chose,  that  Monatch  bold, 

^*  On  venf  rous  quest  to  ride, 
^^  In  plate  and  mail,  by  wood  and  wold, 
"  Than,  with  ermitie  trapped  and  cloth  of  gold, 

"  In  princely  bower  to  bide ; 
'^  The  bursting  crash  of  a  foeman^s  spear, 

*^  As  it  shiverM  against  his  mail, 
^^  Was  merrier  music  to  his  ear 

^^  Than  courtier^s  whispered  tale : 
^^  And  the  clash  of  Caliburn  more  dear, 
^^  When  on  the  hostile  casque  it  rung, 
''  Than  all  the  lays 
^^  To  their  monarches  praise 
"  That  the  harpers  of  Reged  sung. 
*^  He  loved  better  to  rest  by  wood  or  river, 
"  Than  in  bower  of  his  bride,  Dame  Guenever ; 
"  For  he  left  that  lady  so  lovely  of  cheer, 
^*  To  follow  adventures  of  danger  and  fear ; 
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*^  And  the  frank^hearted  Monarch  full  little  did  wot, 
*^  That  she  smiled,  in  his  absence,  on  brave  Lancelot 


XIL 

*^  He  rode,  till  over  down  and  dell 

<*  The  shade  more  broad  and  deeper  fell ; 

'^  And  though  around  the  mountain's  head 

<*  FlowM  streams  of  purple,  and  gold,  and  red, 

^*  Dark  at  the  base,  unblest  by  beam, 

*^  Frowned  the  black  rocks,  and  roared  the  stream. 

^'  With  toil  the  King  his  way  pursued 

**  By  lonely  Threlkeld^s  waste  and  wood, 

^<  Till  on  his  course  obliquely  shone 

*^  The  narrow  valley  of  Saint  John, 

**  Down  sloping  to  the  western  sky, 

<*  Where  lingering  sun-beams  love  to  he. 

*^  Right  glad  to  feel  those  beams  again, 

^<  The  King  drew  up  his  charger^s  rein ; 

^^  With  gauntlet  raised  he  screened  his  sight, 

^f  As  dazzl^  with  the  level  light. 
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*^  And,  from  beneath  his  glove  of  mail, 
^^  Scanned  at  his  ease  the  lovely  vale, 
"  While  Against  the  sun  his  armour  bright 
^^  Gleamed  ruddy  like  the  beacon^s  light. 
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Paled  in  by  many  a  lofty  hill. 
The  narrow  dale  lay  smooth  and  still, 
^^  And,  down  its  verdant  bosom  led, 
**  A  winding  brooklet  found  its  bed. 
"  But,  midmost  of  the  vale,  a  mound 
"  Arose,  with  airy  turrets  crowtfd, 
^^  Buttress,  and  rampire^s  circling  bound, 

"  And  mighty  keep  and  tower ; 
^^  Seemed  some  primeval  giant^s  hand 
^^  The  castle^s  masinve  walls  had  planned, 
^*  A  ponderous  bulwark  to  withstand 

**  Ambitious  Nimrod^s  power. 
^^  Above  the  moated  entrance  slung, 
The  balanced  dr^w-bridge  trembling  hung, 
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As  jealous  of  a  foe ; 
^^  Wicket  of  oak,  as  iron  hard, 
*^  With  iron  studded,  dench^d,  and  barred, 
^^  And  prong'd  p<Nrtcullis,  joined  to  guard 

"  The  gloomy  pass  below. 
^^  But  the  grey  walls  no  banners  crowned, 
"  Upon  the  watch-tower^s  airy  round 
^^  No  warder  stood  his  horn  to  sound, 
*^  No  guard  beside  the  bridge  was  found, 
*^  And,  where  the  Gothic  gateway  frowned, 

'^  Glanced  neither  bill  nor  bow. 


XIV. 

^^  Beneath  the  castle^'s  gloomy  pride, 

^^  In  ample  round  did  Arthur  ride 

'^  Three  times ;  nor  living  thing  he  spied, 

^^  Nor  heard  a  living  sound, 
^^  Save  that,  awakening  from  her  dream, 
*'  The  owlet  now  began  to  scream, 
^'  In  concert  with  the  rushing  stream, 
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^^  That  washed  the  battled  mound. 
"  He  lighted  from  his  goodly  steed, 
^  And  he  left  him  to  graze  on  bank  and  mead  ; 
"  And  slowly  he  climbed  the  narrow  way, 
^'  That  reached  the  entrance  grim  and  grey, 
"  And  he  stood  the  outward  arch  below, 
"  And  his  bugle-horn  prepared  to  blow, 

^^  In  summons  blithe  and  bold, 
^^  Deeming  to  rouse  from  iron  sleep 
^<  The  guardian  of  this  dismal  Keep, 

"  Which  well  he  guessed  the  hold 
"  Of  wizard  stem,  or  goblin  grim, 
Or  pagan  of  gigantic  limb, 

^*  The  tyrant  of  the  wold. 
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"  The  ivory  bugle's  golden  tip 

*'  Twice  touched  the  Monarch's  manly  lip, 

"  And  twice  his  hand  withdrew. 
"  — Think  not  but  Arthur's  heart  was  good  ! 
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*^  His  shield  was  crossed  by  the  blessed  rood, 
^^  Had  a  Pagan  host  before  him  stood, 

'^  He  had  chm'ged  them  through  and  through  ; 
*^  Yet  the  silence  of  diat  ancient  place 
<'  Sunk  on  his  heart,  and  he  paused  a  space 

«<  Ere  yet  his  horn  he  blew. 
*^  But,  instant  as  its  ^larum  rung, 
^^  The  castle  gate  was  open  flung, 
*^  Portcullis  rose  with  crashing  groan 
*^  Full  harshly  up  its  groove  of  stone, 
^^  The  balance-beams  obeyed  the  blast, 
^^  And  down  the  trembling  draw-bridge  cast, 
^*  The  vaulted  arch  before  him  lay, 
**  With  nought  to  bar  the  gloomy  way, 
^^  And  onward  Arthur  paced,  with  hand 
*^  On  Caliburn^'s  resistless  brand. 
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A  hundred  torches,  flashing  bright. 
Dispelled  at  once  the  gloomy  night 
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"  That  lour'^d  along  the  walls, 
^^  And  shewed  the  King^s  astonishM  sight 

*'  The  inmates  of  the  halls. 

Nor  wizard  stern,  nor  goblin  grim, 

Nor  ^ant  huge  of  form  and  limb, 

**  Nor  heathen  knight  was  there ; 
^^  But  the  cressets,  which  odours  flung  aloft, 

Shew'd,  by  their  yellow  light  and  soft, 

^^  A  band  of  damsels  fair. 

Onward  they  came,  like  summer  wave 

"  That  dances  to  the  shore; 
*^  An  hundred  voices  welcome  gave, 

"  And  welcome  o^er  and  o'er ! 
^^  An  hundred  lovely  hands  assail 
"  The  bucklers  of  the  Monarch's  mail, 
^^  And  busy  labour'^d  to  unhasp 
^^  Rivet  of  steel  and  iron  clasp. 
^^  One  wrapped  him  in  a  mantle  fair, 
^^  And  one  flung  odours  on  his  hair; 
^^  His  short  curPd  ringlets  one  smoothed  down, 
"  One  wreath'd  them  with  a  myrtle-crown. 
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^^  A  bride,  upon  her  wedding-day, 
"  Was  tended  ne'er  by  troop  so  gay. 

XVII. 
"  Loud  laughed  they  all, — the  King,  in  vain, 
*^  With  questions  tasked  the  ^ddy  train ; 
*^  Let  him  entreat,  or  crave,  or  call, 
"  ^Twas  one  reply,— loud  laughM  they  all. 
^^  Then  o'er  him  mimic  chains  they  fling, 

Framed  of  the  fairest  flowers  of  spring. 

While  some  their  gentle  force  unite. 

Onward  to  drag  the  wondering  knight, 
<^  Some,  bolder,  urge  his  pace  with  blows, 
^^  Dealt  with  the  lily  or  the  rose. 
^^  Behind  him  were  in  triumph  borne 
*'  The  warlike  arms  he  late  had  worn. 
*^  Four  of  the  train  combined  to  rear 

The  terrors  of  TintadgePs  spear ; 

Two,  laughing  at  their  lack  of  strength. 
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"  Dragged  Calibum  in  cumbrous  length ; 

12 
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^^  One,  vhile  she  aped  a  martial  stride, 
"  Placed  on  her  brows  the  helmet^s  pride ; 
"  Then  screamed,  'twixt  laughter  and  surprise, 
To  feel  its  depth  overwhelm  her  eyes. 
With  revel-shout,  and  triumph-song, 
Thus  gaily  marched  the  giddy  throng. 
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Through  xaany  a  gallery  and  hall 
"  They  led,  I  ween,  their  royal  thrall ; 
^^  At  length,  beneath  a  fair  arcade 
^^  Their  march  and  song  i^  once  they  staid. 
'^  The  eldest  maiden  of  the  band, 

^*  (The  lovely  maid  was  scarce  eighteen,) 
^^  Raised,  with  imposing  air,  her  hand, 
'^  And  reverent  silence  did  command^  . 

*^  On  entrance  of  their  Queen, 
^^  And  they  were  mute.-*-But  as  a  glance 
"  They  steal  on  Arthur^s  countenance 

"  Bewildered  with  surprise, 
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**  Their  smothered  mirth  again  ^gan  speak, 
*'  In  archly  dimpled  chin  and  cheek, 
^^  And  laughter-lighted  eyes. 


XIX. 
<^  The  attributes  of  those  high  days 
*^  Now  only  live  in  minstrel  lays; 
^'  For  Nature,  now  exhausted,  still 
^^  Was  then  profuse  of  good  and  ilL 
*'  Strength  was  gigantic,  valour  high, 
*^  And  wisdom  soer'*d  beyond  the  sky, 
*^  And  beauty  had  such  matchless  beam, 
'^  As  lights  not  now  a  lover^s  dream. 
"  Yet  e^en  in  that  romantic  age, 

^^  Ne^er  were  such  charms  by  mortal  seen 
<^  As  Arthur^s  dazzled  eyes  engage, 
*^  When  forth  on  that  enchanted  stage, 
*'  With  glittering  train  of  maid  and  page, 

^^  Advanced  the  castle^s  Queen ! 
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**  While  up  the  hall  she  slowly  passed, 
^^  Her  dark  eye  on  the  King  she  cast, 

"  That  flashed  expression  strong ; 
^^  The  longer  dwelt  that  lingering  look, 
"  Her  cheek  the  livelier  colour  took, 
^^  And  scarce  the  shame-faced  King  could  brook 

^^  The  gaze  that  lasted  long. 
^^  A  sage,  who  had  that  look  espied, 
"  Where  kindling  passion  strove  with  pride, 

"  Had  whisper'd,  *  Prince,  beware ! 
"  From  the  chafed  tyger  rend  the  prey, 
^^  Rush  on  the  lion  when  at  bay, 
"  Bar  the  fell  dragon'^s  blighted  way. 

But  shun  that  lovely  snare  !^-— 
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At  once,  tliat  inward  strife' suppressed. 
The  dame  approached  her  warlike  guest, 
With  greeting  in  that  fair  degree. 
Where  female  pride  and  courtesy 

VOL.  X.  N  / 
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^^  Are  blended  with  such  passing  art 
^^  As  awes  at  once  and  charms  the  heart. 
"  A  courtly  welcome  first  she  gave, 
"  Then  of  his  goodness  'gan  to  crave 

^^  Construction  fair  and  true 
"  Of  her  light  maidens^  idle  mirth, 
"  Who  drew  from  lonely  glens  their  birth, 
"  Nor  knew  to  pay  to  stranger  worth 

"  And  dignity  their  due ; 
"  And  then  she  pray'd  that  he  would  rest 
"  That  night  her  castle^s  honour^  guest. 
"^The  Monarch  meetly  thanks  expressed ; 
"  The  banquet  rose  at  her  behest, 
"  With  lay  and  tale,  and  laugh  and  jest, 

"  Apace  the  evening  flew. 


XXI. 

"  The  lady  sate  the  Monarch  by, 
"  Now  in  her  turn  abashM  and  shy. 


u 


ii 


Canto  I.  OF  TRIERMAIN.  195 

^^  And  with  indifference  seemed  to  hear 
"  The  toys  he  whispered  in  her  ear. 
^^  Her  bearing  modest  was  and  fair, 
"  Yet  shadows  of  constraint  were  there, 
"  That  shewed  an  over-cautious  care 

**  Some  inward  thought  to  hide ;  ^ 

Oft  did  she  pause  in  full  reply, 
And  oft  cast  down  her  large  dark  eye, 
"  Oft  checked  the  soft  voluptuous  sigh, 

"  That  heaved  her  bosom^s  pride. 
Slight  symptoms  these,  but  shepherds  know 
How  hot  the  mid-day  sun  shall  glow, 

^*  From  the  mist  of  morning  sky ; 
*^  And  so  the  wily  Monarch  guess'^d, 
'^  That  this  assumed  restraint  expressed 
^^  More  ardent  passions  in  the  breast, 

"  Than  ventured  to  the  eye. 
"  Closer  he  pressed,  while  beakers  rang, 
'^  While  maidens  laughed  and  minstrels  sang, 

"  Still  closer  to  her  ear — 
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But  why  pursue  the  couunon  tale  ? 
^^  Or  wherefore  ahew  how  knights  prevail 

^^  When  ladies  dare  to  hear  ? 
<^  Or  wherefote  trace,  from  what  slight  cause 
^^  Its  source  one  tyrant  pasrion  drdws, 

****  Till,  mastering  all  within, 
^^  Where  lives  the  man  that  has  not  tried, 
^<  How  mirth  can  into  folly  glide. 
And  folly  into  sin  !" 
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H^ttlpg'st  Cale,  tonttnueii. 

^^  Anothbr  day,  another  day, 
And  yet  another,  glides  away  ! 
The  Saxon  stern,  the  pagan  Dane, 
^<  Maraud  on  Britain^s  shores  again. 
"  Arthur,  of  Christendom  the  flower, 
"  Lies  loitering  in  a  lady's  bower ; 
"  The  horn,  that  foemen  wont  to  fear, 
^^  Sounds  but  to  wake  the  Cumbrian  deer. 
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^'  And  Calibum,  the  British  pride, 
^*  Hangs  useless  by  a  lover^s  side. 

11. 

**  Another  day,  another  day, 
*^  And  yet  another,  glides  away. 
**  Heroic  plans  in  pleasure  drownM, 
<<  He  thinks  not  of  the  Table  Round ; 
"  In  lawless  love  dissolved  his  life, 
"  He  thinks  not  of  his  beauteous  wife ; 
"  Better  he  loves  to  snatch  a  flower 
From  bosom  of  his  paramour, 
Than  from  a  Saxon  knight  to  wrest 
"  The  honours  of  his  heathen  cr?st ; 
"  Better  to  wreathe,  'mid  tresses  brown, 
^^  The  heron^s  plume  her  hawk  struck  dowOy 
"  Than  o'er  the  altar  give  to  flow 
^  "  The  banners  of  a  Paynim  foe. 
"  Thusf^  week  by  week,  and  day  by  day, 
^^  His  lif<p  inglorious  glides  away ; 
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^^  But  she,  that  soothe  his  dream,  with  fear 
^^  Beholds  his  hour  of  waking  near. 


III. 
^  Much  force  have  mortal  charms  to  stay 

*  Our  pace  in  Virtue^s  toilsome  way ; 

^  But  Guetidolen^s  might  far  outshine 

*  Each  maid  of  merely  mortal  line. 

*  Her  mother  was  of  human  birth, 
'  Her  sire  a  Genie  of  the  earth, 

^  In  days  of  old  deem'd  to  pre^de 
'  C^er  lovers'  wiles  and  beauty's  pride, 
^  By  youths  and  virgins  worshipped  long, 
^  With  festive  dance  and  choral  song, 
^  Till,  when  the  cross  to  Britain  came, 
^  On  heathen  altars  died  the  flame. 
^  Now,  deep  in  Wastdale's  solitude, 
^  The  downfall  of  his  rights  he  rued, 
'  And,  bom  of  his  resentment  heir, 

*  He  trained  to  guile  that  lady  fair, 
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'*  To  sink  in  slothful  sin  and  shame 
^'  The  champions  of  tlie  Christian  name. 
^^  Well  skiird  to  keep  vain  thoughts  alive, 
^*  And  all  to  promise,  nought  to  give, 
^<  The  timid  youth  had  hope  in  store, 
<^  The  bold  and  pressing  gainM  no  more. 
^^  As  wilder^d  children  leave  their  home, 
^^  After  the  rainbow^s  arch  to  roam, 
"  Her  lovers  barter'^d  fair  esteem, 
^'  Faith,  fame,  and  honour,  for  a  dream. 


IV. 

^^  Her  sirens  soft  arts  the  soul  to  tame 
"  She  practised  thus— till  Arthur  came  ; 
^^  Then,  frail  humanity  had  part, 
^^  And  all  the  mother  claimed  her  heart. 
"  Forgot  each  rule  her  father  gave, 
^^  Sunk  from  a  princess  to  a  slave, 
"  Too  late  must  Guendolen  deplore, 
^<  He,  that  has  all,  can  hope  no  more  ! 
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**  Now  must  she  see  her  lover  strain, 

*'  At  every  turn,  her  feeble  chain ; 

^^  Watch,  to  new-bind  each  knot,  and  shrink 

*'  To  view  each  fast-decaying  Unk. 

*'  Art  she  invokes  to  Nature's  aid, 

^^  Her  vest  to  zone,  her  locks  to  braid ; 

^^  Each  varied  pleasure  heard  her  call, 

"  The  feast,  the  tourney,  and  the  ball : 

^'  Her  storied  lore  she  next  applies, 

^^  Taxing  her  mind  to  aid  her  eyes ; 

^^  Now  more  than  mortal  wise,  and  then 

^^  In  female  softness  sunk  agmn ; 

"  Now,  raptured,  with  each  wish  complying, 

**  With  feign'd  reluctance  now  denying ; 

'^  Each  charm  she  varied,  to  retain 

"  A  varying  heart— and  all  in  vain  ! 


V. 

"  Thus  in  the  garden's  narrow  bound, 
**  Flank*d  by  some  castle's  Gothic  round. 


804  THE  BRIDAL  Canfo  11. 

^^  Fain  would  the  artistes  skill  provide, 
^<  The  limits  of  his  realms  to  hide. 
^^  The  walks  in  labyrinths  he  twines,  * 
^^  Shade  after  shade  with  skill  combines, 
"  With  many  a  varied  flowery  knot, 
'<  And  copse  and  arbour  decks  the  spot, 
"  Tempting  the  hasty  foot  to  stay, 
"  And  linger  on  the  lovely  way 
"  Vain  art !  vain  hope  !  'tis  fruitless  all '! 
^^  At  length  we  reach  the  bounding  wall, 
^^  And,  sick  of  flower  and  trim-dressed  tree, 
^^  Long  for  rough  glades  and  forest  free. 

VI. 

^^  Three  summer  months  had  scantly  flown, 
"  When  Arthur,  in  embarrassed  tone, 
^^  Spoke  of  his  liegemen  and  his  throne ; 
^^  Said,  all  too  long  had  been  his  stay, 
^^  And  duties,  which  a  monarch  sway. 
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^^  Duties,  unknown  to  humbler  men. 
Must  tear  hei*  knight  from  Guendolen.— 
She  listened  silently  the  whiie^ 

^^  Her  mood  expressed  in  bitter  smile ; 

^^  Beneath  her  eye  must  Arthiir  quiil, 

^^  And  oft  resume  the  unfinishM  tale, 

"  Confessing,  by  his  downcast  eye, 

"  The  wrong  he  sought  to  justify. 

'^  He  ceased*    A  moment  mute  she  gazed, 

^^  And  then  her  looks  to  heaven  she  raised  ; 

^*  One  palm  her  temples  veiled,  to  hide 

^^  The  tear  that  sprung  in  spite  of  pride ; 

^^  The  other  for  an  instant  press'^d 

^^  The  foldings  bf  her  silken  vest ! 


tc 


VII. 

At  her  reproachful  sign  and  look, 
^^  The  hint  the  Monarches  conscience  took. 
"  Eager  he  spoke — *  No,  lady,  no ! 
"  Deem  not  of  British  Arthur  so, 
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"  Nor  think  he  can  deserter  prove 
To  the  dear  pledge  of  mutual  love. 
I  swear  by  sceptre  and  by  sword, 
As  belted  knight  and  Britain^s  lord, 
"  That  if  a  boy  shall  claim  my  care, 
^^  That  boy  is  bom  a  kingdom'^s  heir; 
^^  But,  if  a  maiden  Fate  allows, 
^^  To  choose  that  maid  a  fitting  spouse, 
'^  A  summer-day  in  lists  shall  strive 
^^  My  knights,— the  bravest  knights  alive,-— 
^^  And  he,  the  best  and  bravest  tried. 
Shall  Arthur^s  daughter  claim  for  bride.^ 
He  spoke,  with  voice  resolved  and  high— 
The  lady  deigned  him  not  reply. 


(C 
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VIII. 

"  At  dawn  of  morn,  ere  on  the  brake 
'^  His  matins  did  a  warbler  make, 
"  Or  stirr'd  his  wing  to  brush  away 
"  A  single  dew-drop  from  the  spray. 
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'^  £re  yet  a  sun-beam,  through  the  mist, 
^^  The  castle  battlements  bad  kissed, 
"  The  gates  revolve,  the  draw-bridge  falls, 
'^  And  Arthur  salUes  from  the  walls. 
"  DoflTd  his  soft  garb  of  Persia's  loom, 
''  And  steel  from  spur  to  helmet-pliime, 
"  His  Lybian  steed  full  proudly  trode, 
^^  And  joyful  neighed  beneath  his  load. 
^^  The  Monarch  gave  a  passing  sigh 
"  To  penitence  and  pleasures  by, 
"  When,  lo  !  to  his  astonish'^d  ken 
"  Appeared  the  form  of  Guendolen. 


IX. 

"  Beyond  the  outmost  wall  she  stood, 
"  Attired  like  huntress  of  the  wood : 
"  Sandalled  her  feet,  her  ancles  bare, 
"  And  eagle-plumage  deck'd  her  hair ; 
"  Firm  was  her  look,  her  bearing  bold, 
"  And  in  her  hand  a  cup  of  gold. 
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^  Thou  goest !'  ahe  said,  <  and  ne^er  again 
^^  Must  we  two  meet,  in  joy  or  pain. 
'^  Full  fain  would  I  this  hour  delay, 
^^  Though  weak  the  wish— -yet,  wilt  diou  stay  ? 
««  — ^No !  thou  look'st  forward.     Still  littend, — 
^^  Part  we  like  lover  and  like  friend.^ 
^<  She  raised  the  cup~-^  Not  this  the  juice 
^^  The  slug^h  vines  of  earth  produce ; 

Pledge  we,  at  parting,  in  the  draught 

Which  Genii  love  T-— she  said  and  quaflTd ; 

And  strange  unwonted  lustres  fly 
^^  From  her  flush'^d  cheek  and  sparkling  eye. 

X. 

^  The  courteous  Monarch  bent  him  low, 

^^  And,  stooping  down  from  saddle-bow, 

^^  Lifted  the  cup,  in  act  to  drink. 

"  A  drop  escaped  the  goblet's  brink— 

^^  Intense  as  liquid  fire  from  hell, 

"  Upon  the  charger's  neck  it  fell. 
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Screaming  with  agony  and  fright, 
^^  He  bolted  twenty  feet  upright— 
''  — The  peasant  still  can  shew  the  dint, 
^^  Wheire  his  hoofs  lighted  on  the  flint.-** 
<^  From  Arthur^a  band  the  goblet  flew, 
^<  Scattering  a  shower  of  fiery,  dew, 
^<  That  burned  and  blighted  where  it  fell ! 
^<  The  frantic  steed  rushed  up  the  dell, 
^'  As  whistles  from  the  bow  the  reed ; 
^^  Nor  bit  nor  rein  could  check  his  speed, 

<<  Until  he  gain'd  the  hill ; 
^^  Then  breath  and  sinew  failed  apace, 
^^  And,  reeling  fr<»n  the  desperate  race, 

^^  He  stood  exhausted,  still. 
^^  The  Monarch,  breathless  and  amazed, 

'^  Back  on  the  fatal  castle  gazed 

^*  Nor  tower  nor  donjon  could  he  spy. 
Darkening  against  the  morning  sky ; 
'^  But,  on  the  spot  where  once  they  frowned, 
"  The  lonely  streamlet  brawPd  around 
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*^  A  tufted  knoll,  where  dimly  shone 
Fragments  of  rock  and  rifted  stone. 
Musing  on  this  strange  hap  the  while. 
The  King  wends  back  to  fair  Carlisle; 

<^  And  cares,  that  cumber  royal  sway, 

^^  Wore  memory  of  the  past  away. 
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XI. 

"'  Full  fifteen' years,  and  more,  were  sped. 

Each  brought  new  wreaths  to  Arthur^s  head. 

Twelve  bloody  fields-,  with  glory  fought, 
**  The  Saxons  to  subjection  brought : 
^  Rython,  the  mighty  giant,  slain 
"  By  his  good  brand,  rdiered  Bretagne  r 
^  The  Rctish  Gillamore  in  fight, 
*'  And  Roman  Lucius,  own^d  his  might ; 
^  And  wide  were  through  the  world  renowned 

The  glories  of  his  Table  Round. 

Each  knight,  who  sought  adventurous  fame, 
**  To  the  bold  court  of  Britain  came, 
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**  And  all  who  suffered  causeless  wrong, 
**  From  tyrant  proud,  or  faitour  strong, 
"  Sought  Arthur'^s  presence  to  complain, 
"  Nor  there  for  aid  implored  in  vain. 


XII. 

"  For  this  the  King,  with  pomp  and  pride 
"  Held  solemn  court  at  Whitsuntide, 

**  And  summoned  Prince  and  Peer, 
"  All  who  owed  homage  for  their  land, 
"  Or  who  craved  knighthood  from  his  hand, 
"  Or  who  had  succour  to  demand, 

"  To  come  from  far  and  near. 
"  At  such  high  tide,  were  glee  and  game 
'^  Mingled  with  feats  of  martial  fame, 
'^  For  many  a  stranger  champion  came 

**  In  lists  to  break  a  spear ; 
*'  And  not  a  knight  of  Arthur'^s  host, 
^'  Save  that  he  trod  some  foreign  coast, 
**  But  at  this  feast  of  Pentecost 

"  Before  him  must  appear. 
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^*  Ah,  Minstrels !  when  the  Table  Round 
*^  Arose,  with  all  its  warriors  crown'*d, 
^^  There  was  a  theme  for  bards  to  sound 

<*  In  triumph  to  their  string ! 
'*  Five  hundred  years  are  past  and  gone, 
"  But  Time  shall  draw  his  dying  groan, 
*^  Ere  he  bebdd  the  British  throne 

*^  Begirt  with  such  a  ring ! 


XIII. 
<<  The  heralds  named  the  appointed  spot, 
^*  As  Caerleon  or  Camdot, 

"  Or  Carlisle  fair  and  free. 
^'  At  Penrith^  now,  the  feast  was  set, 
^^  And  in  fair  Eamont^s  vale  were  met 

**  The  flower  of  cluvalry. 
^^  There  Galaad  sate  with  manly  graee, 
^^  Yet  maiden  meekness  in  his  face; 
"  There  Morolt  of  the  iron  mace, 

"^nd  Ipve-lom  Tristrem  there; 
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<'  And  Dinadam  with  lively  glance, 
^^  And  Lanval  with  the  fairy  lance, 
^^  And  Mordred  with  his  look  askaunce, 

"  Brunor  and  Bevidere. 
^'  Why  should  I  tell  of  numbers  more  ? 
^^  Sir  Cay,  Sir  Banier,  and  Sir  Bore, 

^^  Sir  Carodac  the  keen, 
^^  The  gentle  Gawain'^s  courteous  lore, 
<'  Hector  de  Mares  and  Fellinore, 
*^  And  Lancelot,  that  ever  more 

*'^  LookM  stoPn-wise  on  the  Queen. 


XIV. 
^^  When  wine  and  mirth  did  most  abound, 
"  And  harpers  play'd  their  blithest  round, 
"  A  shrilly  trumpet  shook  the  ground, 

<<  And  marshals  cleared  the  ring ; 
^^  A  Maiden,  on  a  palfrey  white, 
^^  Heading  a  band  of  damsels  bright, 
"  Paced  through  the  circle,  to  alight 

"  And  kneel  before  the  King. 


« 
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*^  Arthur,  with  strong  emotion,  saw 

Her  graceful  boldness  check'^d  by  awe, 
'^  Her  dress  like  huntress  of  the  wold, 
'^.  Her  bow  and  baldrick  trappM  with  gold, 
'^  Her  sandaird  feet,  her  ancles  bare, 
*^  And  the  eagle-plume  that  decked  her  hair« 
Graceful  her  veil  she  backward  flung- 
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'^  The  King,  as  from  his  seat  he  sprung, 

"  Almost  cried,  "  Guendolen  I'* 
*'  But  ^twas  a  face  more  frank  and  wild^ 
^^  Betwixt  the  woman  and  the  child^ 
**  Where  less  of  magic  beauty  smiled 

**  Than  of  the  race  of  men ; 
^^  And  in  the  forehead^s  haughty  grace, 
^^  The  lines  of  Britain'^s  royal  race, 
Fendragon^s,  you  might  ken. 
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XV. 

Faultering,  yet  gracefully,  she  said — 
Great  Prince !  behold  an  orphan  maid. 
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^^  In  her  departed  mother^s  name, 

"  A  fatherV  vow^  protection  claim-j 

**  The  vow  was  sworn  in  desartJone, 

"  In  the  deep  valley  of  St  John.'— 

*^  At  once  the  King  the  suppliant  raised, 

^'  And  kissed  her  brow,  her  beauty  praised  ; 

^^  His  vow,  he  said,  should  well  he  kept, 

**  Ere  in  the  sea  the  sun  was  dipped,—- 

*^  Then,  conscious,  glanced  upon  liis  queen; 

^^  But  she,  unruffled  at  the -scene, 

'*  Of  human  frailty  construed  mild, 

^*  Looked  upon  Lancelot,  and  smiled,   . 


XVI. 

'^  ^  Up !  up !  each  knight  of  gallant  crest  I 
^*  Take  buckler,  spear,  and  brand ! 

^^  He  that  to-ddy  shall  bear  him  best, 
'*  Shall  win  my  Gyneth's  hand. 

"  And  Arthur's  daughter,  when  a  bride, 
^*  Shall  bring  a  noble  dower ; 
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'<  Both  fair  Stratb-Clyde  and  Reged  wide^ 

^*  And  Carliale  town  and  tower.^ — 
*<  Then  might  you  hear  each  valiant  knight, 

*^  To  page  and  squire  that  cried, 

<  Bring  my  armour  bright,  and  my  courser  wight .' 

^Tis  not  each  day  that  a  warrior'^s  might 

"  May  win  it  royal  bride.^ 

Then  cloakB  and  c^m  of  maintenance 

^'  In  hafite  aside  they  fling; 

The  helmets  glance,  and  gleams  the  lance, 

^^  And  the  steel-weaved  hauberks  ring. 
<^  Small  care  had  they  of  their  peaceful  array, 

**  They  might  gather  it  that  wolde ; 
^*  For  brake  and  bramble  glittered  gay. 
With  pearls  and  doth  of  gold. 


« 


{( 


XVII. 

*<  Within  trumpet  sound  of  the  Tdiile  Bound 
**  Were  fifty  champions  free. 
And  they  all  arise  to  fight  that  priEe,«» 
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"  They  all  arise,  but  three. 

8 


CarUo  IL  OF  TEIERMAIN.  «17 

"  Nor  love's  fond  troth,  nor  M^edlock'^s  oath, 

<^  One  gallant  could  withhold, 
"  For  priests  will  allow  of  a  broken  vow, 

"  For  penance  or  for  gold. 
^'  But  ^gh  and  glance  from  ladies  bright 

"  Among  the  troop  were  thrown, 
"  To  plead  their  right,  and  true-love  plight, 

*^  And  plain  of  honour  flown. 
^^  The  knights  they  busied  them  so  fast, 

"  With  buckling  spur  and  belt, 
^^  That  sigh  and  look,  by  ladies  cast, 

"  Were  neither  seen  nor  felt. 
''  From  pleading,  or  upbraiding  glance, 

*<  Each  gallant  turns  aside, 
"  And  only  thought,  *  If  speeds  my  lance, 

"  A  queen  becomes  my  bride ! 
"  She  has  fair  Strath^Clyde,  and  Reged  wide, 

"  And  Carlisle  tower  and  town  ; 
**  She  is  the  loveliest  mmd,  beside, 

"  That  ever  heir'd  a  crown." — 
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**  So  in  haste  their  coursers  they  bestride, 
^*  And  strike  their  visors  down. 


XVIIL 
^^  The  champions,  arm^d  in  martial  sort, 

^^  Have  throngM  into  the  Ust, 
*^  And  but  three  knights  of  Arthur^s  court 

**  Are  from  the  tourney  missed. 
*^  And  still  these  lovers^  fame  survives 

"  For  faith  so  constant  shown, — 
**  There  were  two  who  loved  their  neighbours^  wives, 

**  And  one  who  loved  his  own. 
^^  The  first  was  Lancelot  de  Lac, 

'^  The  second  Tristrem  bold, 
<<  The  third  was  valiant  Carodac, 

<*  Who  won  the  cup  of  gold, 
"  What  time,  of  all  King  Arthur's  crew, 

**  (Thereof  came  jeer  and  laugh,) 
^^  He,  as  the  mate  of  lady  true, 

*^  Alone  the  cup  could  quaff. 
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^'  Though  envy'^s  tongue  would  fain  surmise, 

"  That,  but  for  very  shame, 
"  Sir  Carodac,  to  fight  that  prize, 

^^  Had  given  both  cup  and  dame; 
^'  Yet,  since  but  one  of  that  fair  court 

"  Was  true  to  wedlock's  shrine, 
"  Brand  him  who  will  with  base  report, — 

^^  He  shall  be  free  from  mine. 


XIX. 

*^  Now  caracoPd  the  steeds  in  air, 
"  Now  plumes  and  pennons  wanton'^d  fair, 
*^  As  all  around  the  lists  so  wide 
^^  In  panoply  the  champions  ride. 
"  King  Arthur  saw,  with  startled  eye, 
"  The  flower  of  chivalry  march  by, 
^^  The  bulwark  of  the  Christian  creed, 
^^  The  kingdom's  shield  in  hour  of  need. 
Too  late  he  thought  him  of  the  woe 
Might  from  their  civil  conflict  flow ; 
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**  For  well  he  knew  they  would  not  part 
<^  Till  cold  was  many  a  gallant  heart, 
*<  His  hasty  vow  he  *gan  to  rue, 
*^  And  Gyneth  then  apart  he  drew ; 
^^  To  her  his  leading-staff  resignVi^ 
^^  But  added  caution  grave  and  kind. 
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^  Thou  see^st,  my  child,  as  promise-bound, 
^^  I  bid  the  trump  for  tourney  sound. 
^^  Take  thou  my  warder,  as  the  queen 
**  And  umpire  of  the  martial  scene ; 
^*  But  mark  thou  this :— as  Beauty  bright 
"  Is  polar  star  to  valiant  knight, 
^^  As  at  her  word  his  sword  he  draws. 
His  fairest  guerdon  her  applause. 
So  gentle  maid  should  never  ask 
Of  knighthood  vain  and  dangerous  task ; 
And  Beauty^s  eyes  should  ever  be 
^^  Like  the  twin  stars  that  sooth  the  sea. 
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^^  And  Beauty^s  breath  should  whisper  peace, 
^^  And  bid  the  storm  of  battle  cease. 
^^  I  tell  thee  this,  lest  all  too  far 
"  These  knights  urge  tourney  into  war. 
^^  Blithe  at  the  trumpet  let  them  go, 
«  And  fairly  counter  blow  for  blow ;- 
'^  No  striplings  these,  who  succour  need 
^^  For  a  razed  helm  or  falling  steed. 
"  But,  Gyneth,  when  the  strife  grows  warm, 
*'  And  threatens  death  or  deadly  harm, 
^'  Thy  sire  entreats,  thy  king  commands, 
*^  Thou  drop  the  warder  from  thy  hands. 
"  Trust  thou  thy  father  with  thy  fate, 
^^  Doubt  not  he  chuse  thee  fitting  mate ; 
"  Nor  be  it  swd,  through  Gyneth"'s  pride 
"  A  rose  of  Arthur's  chaplet  died.'— 

XXI. 

**  A  proud  and  discontented  glow 
**  Overshadowed  Gyneth's  brow  of  snow ; 
i*  She  put  the  warder  by :— 
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<c 


*  Reserve  thy  boon,  my  liege,'  she  said, 
^^  ^  Thus  chafFerM  down  and  limited, 
*'  Debased  and  narrowed,  for  a  maid 

"  Of  less  degree  than  I. 
^^  No  petty  chief,  but  holds  his  heir 
<*  At  a  more  honoured  price  and  rare 

^*  Than  Britain's  King  holds  me  ! 
**  Although  the  sun-burn'd  maid,  for  dower, 
"  Has  but  her  father's  rugged  tower, 

**  His  barren  hill  and  lee. 
*'  King  Arthur  swore,  *  By  crown  and  sword, 
*^  As  belted  knight,  and  Britain's  lord, 
^^  That  a  whole  summer's  day  should  strive 
^^  His  knights,  the  bravest  knights  alive  !' 
'*  Recal  thine  oath  !  and  to  her  glen 
"  Poor  Gyneth  can  return  agen ; 
"  Not  on  thy  daughter  will  the  stain, 
^^  That  soils  thy  sword  and  crown,  remain. 
"  But  think  not  she  will  e'er  be  bride 

Save  to  the  bravest,  proved  and  tried ; 


it 
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^^  Pendragon^s  daughter  will  not  fear 
**  For  clashing  sword  or  splinter'^d  spear, 

^^  Nor  shrink  though  blood  should  flow; 
**  And  all  too  well  sad  Guendolen 
"  Hath  taught  the  faithlessness  of  men, 
"  That  child  of  hers  should  pity,  when 
.  "  Their  meed  they  undergo.'-— 


XXII. 

<^  He  frowned  and  sigh'^d,  the  Monarch  bold 
"  ^  I  give— what  I  may  not  withhold ; 
^^  For,  not  for  danger,  dread,  or  death, 
*'  Must  British  Arthur  break  his  faith. 
"  Too  late  I  mark,  thy  molher'^s  art 
^'  Hath  taught  thee  tliis  relentless  part. 
^*  I  blame  her  not,  for  she  had  wrong, 
^^  But  not  to  these  my  faults  belong. 
"  Use,  then,  the  warder  as  thou  wilt ; 
*'  But  trust  me,  that,  if  life  be  spilt, 
**  In  Arthur^'s  love,  in  Arthur^s  grace, 
Gyneth  shall  lose  a  daughter's  place.' 


cc 
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^*  With  that  he  turned  his  head  ande, 

**  Nor  brookM  to  gaze  upon  her  pride, 

^^  As,  with  the  truncheon  raised,  she  sate 

^<  The  arbitress  of  mortal  fate  ; 

*^  Nor  brookVl  to  mark^  in  ranks  disposed, 

*^  How  the  bold  champons  stood  opposed, 

<^  For  shrill  the  trumpet-flourish  fell 

^^  Upon  his  ear  like  passing-bell ! 

'^  Then  first  from  sight  of  martial  fray 

^^  Did  Britain^s  hero  turn  away. 

XXIII. 

But  Gyneth  heard  the  clangour  high. 

As  hears  the  hawk  the  partridge-cry. 
<<  Oh,  blame  her  not !  the  blood  was  hers, 
^^  That  at  the  trumpet'^s  summons  stirs  !-— 
^'  And  e^en  the  gentlest  female  eye 
"  Might  the  brave  strife  of  chivalry 
"  Awhile  untroubled  view  ; 


a 
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<<  So  wett  acotiiiit>Ksh'd  waar  ^^h  knight, 
"  To  strike  and  to  defend  ki  fight, 
<^  I3i€ipr  tiaeettiig  waid  A^^gdodly  fflgbt, 

<<  Whfle  pktd  Ktld  lA^  hdd  true. 
<<  The  lists  whh  paired  fyfontt^is  #^e  i&ti'oWti, 
'<  Upon  the  wind  ttt  fandofn  Ayo^wfi^ 
<^  But  helvir and  bi^ast^plate  bloodtess  shone; 
^'  It  seenfd  thenr  feathered  crests  alone 

<<  Should  this  encoufitet  me. 
<<  And  ever,  as  the  combat  g^oM/itj   . 
<^  The:  trtffit{]et'9  eiieery  vdkt  arose, 
<<  Like  laf  k's  shrili  song  the  flourish  flonnrs, 
"  Heard  while  the  gale  of  April  Mows 

"  The  merry  greenwood  through. 

XXIV. 

<<  But  soon  to  earnest  grew  their  game, 
*^  The  q^ars  drew  blood,  the  swords  struck  flame, 
^'  And,  horse  and  man,  to  grmUftd  there  came 
^^  Knights,  who  diall  rise  no  more ! 
VOL.  X.  r 
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«< 


« 


Gone  was  the  pride  the  war  that  graced, 
Gay  shields  were  cleft,  and  crests  defaced, 
^^  And  steel  coats  riven,  and  helms  unbraced^ 

^'  And  pennons  stream'^d  with  gore. 
^*  Gone,  too,  were  fence  and  £ur  array, 
^^  And  desperate  strength  made  deadly  way 
'^  At  random  through  the  bloody  fray, 
^^  And  blows  were  dealt  with  headlong  sway, 

**  Unheeding  where  they  fell ; 
<^  And  now  the  tnmipet^s  clamours  seon 
^<  Like  the  shrill  se^bird'^s  wailing  scream. 
Heard  o^er  the  whirlpooFs  gulphing  stream, 
^^  The  sinking  seaman^s  knell ! 


<( 


XXV. 

^^  Seemed  in  this  dismal  hour,  that  Fate 
**  Would  Camlan'^s  ruin  antedate, 

^^  And  spare  dark  Mordred'^s  crime; 
<<  Already  gasping  on  the  ground 
"  Lie  twenty  of  the  Table  Bound, 

"  Of  chivalry  the  prime. 
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**  Arthur  in  anguish,  tore  away 

*^  From  head  and  beard  his  tresses  grey, 

"  And  she,  proud  Gyneth,  felt  dismay, 

"  And  quaked  with  ruth  and  fear'; 
^^  But  still  she  deemM  her  mother^s  shade 
"  Hung  o'er  the  tumult,  and  forbade 
^^  The  sign  that  had  the  slaughter  staid, 

**  And  chid  the  rising  tear. 
"  Then  Briinor,  Taulas,  Mador,  fell, 
"  Helias  the  White,  and  Lionel, 

^'  And  many  a  champion  more ; 
"  Rochemont  and  Dinadam  are  down, 
*^  And  Ferrand  of  the  Forest  Brown 

"  Lies  gasping  in  his  gore. 
"  Vanoc,  by  mighty  Morolt  pressed 
'^  Even  to  the  confines  of  the  list, 
"  Young  Vanoc  of  the  beardless  face^ 
"  (Fame  spoke  the  youth  of  Merlin's  race,) 
"  O''erj)ower'd  at  Gyneth's  footstool  bled, 
"  His  hearf  s  blood  dyed  her  sandals  red. 
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<^  But  then  the  sky  was  overcast, 

^^  Then  howPd  at  once  a  whirtwuKTs  blast, 

^^  And,  rent  by  sudden  throes, 
*^  Yawned  in  mid  lists  tlie  quakiiig  earth, 
^^  And  from  the  guIph,<«*4remeiidoii8  toth  t 

^^  Tlie  Soma  of  Merlin  rose. 


XXVI. 

«  sternly  the  Wizard  Prophet  eyed 

^^  The  dreary  lists  with  sbughter  dyed, 
^^  And  sternly  raised  his  hand  :— 

^^  ^  Madmen,^  he  smd,  ^  your  strife  forbear ! 

*^  And  thou^  fair  cause  of  mischief,  hear 
<<  The  doom  thy  &tes  demaad  I 
^^  Long  shall  dose  in  stony  sleep 
^^  Eyes  for  ruth  that  would  not  weep, 
'^  Iron  lethargy  shall  seid 
'^  Heart  that  pity  seom'd  to  fed. 
'^  Yet,,  because  thy  mother^s  ait 
'<  Warped  thine  unsuspicious  heart. 


*  ^ 
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"  And  t&t  lore  <tf  Arthur's  race^ 

**  Punishment  is  blent  with  grace. 

^^  Thou  sbalt  bear  thy  penanoe  lone, 

<'  In  the  Vidi^  of  Saint  JiAin^ 

^^  And  this  word  *  diall  overtake  thee ; 

^^  Sleep,  until  a  knight  shall  wake  thee, 

'<  For  feats  of  arms  ad  far  renownM 

'^  As  warrior  of  the  Table  Round. 

<^  Long  efiduranoe  of  thy  slumber 

*^  Well  may  tseadi  &e  world  to  number 

<<  All  their  woes  fnnu  Gyneth's  pride, 

<<  When  the  Red  Cross  champions  died.'-— 

XXVII. 

*'  As  Merlin  speaks^  on  63meth's  eye 
"^  Slumber's  load  begins  to  lie ; 
<^  Fear  and  Ang^  vainly  strive 
^^  Still  to  keep  its  light  alive. 
*^  Twice,  with  effort  and  with  pause, 
"  C^er  her  brow  her  hand  she  draws ; 

*  Doom* 
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(( 


Twice  her  strength  in  vain  sh^  tries^ 
^'  From  the  fatal  chair  to  rise ; 
^^  Merlin'^s  magic  doom  is  spoken, 
"  Vanoc's  death  must  now  be  wroken, 
*^  Slow  the  dark  fringed  eye-lids  fall, 
^^  Curtaining  each  azure  ball, 
**  Slowly  as  on  summer  eves 
"  Violets  fold  their  dusky  leaves. 
*^  The  weighty  baton  of  command 
<^  Now  bears  down  her  sinking  hand, 
'^  On  her  shoulder  droops  her  head ; 
^'  Net  of  pearl  and  golden  thread, 
**  Bursting,  gave  her  locks  to  flow  * 
"  O'er  her  arm  and  breast  of  snow. 
"  And  so  lovely  seem'^d  she  there, 
"  Spell-bound  in  her  ivory  chair, 
"  That  her  angry  sire,  repenting. 
Craved  stem  Merlin  for  relenting. 
And  the  champions,  for  her  sake, 
«<  Would  again  the  contest  wake ; 


a 
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'^  Till,  in  necromantic  night, 

« 

'<  Gyneth  vanished  from  their  sight. 

XXVIII. 
'^  Still  she  bears  her  weird  alone, 
"  In  the  Valley  of  Smnt  John ; 
^^  And  her  semblance  oft  will  seem 
^^  Mingling  in  a  champion'^s  dream, 
"  Of  her  weary  lot  to  plain, 
^^  And  crave  his  aid  to  burst  her  chaini 
**  While  her  wondrous  tale  was  new, 
«  Warriors  to  her  rescue  drew, 
^^  East  and  west,  and  south  and  north, 
^^  From  the  Liffy,  Thames,  and  Forth. 
Most  have  sought  in  viun  the  glen. 
Tower  nor  castle  could  they  ken ; 
"  Not  at  every  time  or  tide, 
"  Nor  by  every  eye  descried. 
"  Fast  and  vigil  must  be  borne, 
^^  Many  a  night  n  watching  worn. 


a 
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'^  Ere  an  eye  of  mortal  pfmen 

m 

<<  Can  dttoem  tboie  ma^c  towerB. 
**  Of  the  perseyering  few, 
<^  Some  from  hopeleM  task  withdrew, 
<^  When  they  read  the  diosal  threat 
<^  Graved  upon  the  gloomy  gate* 
^<  Few  ha^e  bisaTed  the  yawning  door, 
^^  And  those  few  netum^d  no  more. 
^^  In  the  lapse  of  tim^  forgot, 
^'  Well  High  lofit  18  Gyneth'fl  lot; 
^^  Souqd  her  deep  as  in  the  tomb. 
Till  wakeQ^d  by  die  trump  of  doom.^ 


it 


mini'  III  iBgg 


Here  pause,  my  tale ;  for  all  too  soon. 
My  Lucy,  comes  the  hour  of  nooq^ 
Already  from  thy  lofty  dom§ 
Its  courtly  inmates  ^gtn  to  ream. 
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And  CKiehi  to  kill  the  goodly  dliy 
That  God  has  granted  them,  hi«i  way 
Of  lazy  sauntering  has  sought ; 

Lcaxllijigs  and  witlings  not  A  few, 
Incapslde  of  doing  aught. 
Yet  iU  at  «a8e  with  nought  to  da 
Here  is  no  longer  pboe  for  me ; 
For,  Lucy,  thou  wouJdst  blush  to  see 

« 

Some  phfuitoai,  &shsonab]y  thin. 
With  liJEBb  of  lath  aioi  k^tjuefd  chin. 
And  lounging  gBf^  or  sneering  grin. 
Steal  sudden  on  otur  privacy* 
And  how  should  I,  so  humbly  bom, 
Endure  the  graceful  i^ieotre^s  acorn  f 
Faith  !  ill,  I  fear,  while  oonjuring  wand 
Of  £;ng&ih  oak  Is  bard  at  h4U)dr 


II. 
Or  grant  the  hour  be  all  too  soon 
For  Hessian  hooi  aai  pantaloon. 
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And  grant  the  lounger  seldom  strays 
Beyond  the  smooth  and  gravelPd  maze, 
Laud  we  the  gods,  that  Fashion'^s  train 
Holds  hearts  of  more  adventurous  strain. 
Artists  are  hers,  who  scorn  to  trace 
Their  rules  from  Nature^s  boundless  grace, 
But  their  right  paramount  assert 
To  limit  her  by  pedant  art. 
Damning  whatever  of  vast  and  fair 
Exceeds  a  canvass  three  feet  square. 
This  thicket,  for  thdr  gumption  fit. 
May  furnish  such  a  happy  bU. 
Bards,  too,  are  hers,  wont  to  recite 
Their  own  sweet  lays  by  waxen  light. 
Half  in  the  salver's  tingle  drown'd, 
While  the  chasse-ca£Pi§  glides  around ; 
And  such  may  hither  secret  stray. 
To  labour  an  extempore  : 
Or  sportsman,  with  his  boisterous  hollo, 
May  here  his  wiser  spaniel  follow. 


Canto  II.  OF  TKIERMAIN.  235 

Or  stage-struck  Juliet  may  presume 
To  choose  this  bower  for  tyring-room  ; 
And  we  alike  must  shun  regard. 
From  painter,  player,  sportsman,  bard. 
Insects  that  skim  in  Fashion^s  sky, 
Wasps,  blue-bottle,  or  butterfly, 
Lucy,  have  all  alarms  for  us, 

« 

For  all  can  hum  and  all  can  buzz. 


Ill- 
But  oh,  my  Lucy,  say  how  long 
We  still  must  dread  this  trifling  throng, 
And  stoop  to  hide,  with  coward  art. 
The  genuine  feelings  of  the  heart !' 
No  parents  thine,  whose  just  command 
Should  rule  their  child^s  obedient  hand ; 
Thy  guardians,  with  contending  voice. 
Press  each  his  individual  choice. 
And  which  is  Lucy^s  ?— Can  it  be 
That  puny  fop,  trimmed  cap^a-pee. 
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Who  loye»  in  the  aftloon  to  shew 
The  annB  A^i  never  knew  a  foe ; 
Whose  sabre  taiis  along  the  ground. 
Whose  1^  in  shapeless  boots  toe  drownM ; 
A  new  Acfailks,  8Uie,*^tlie  steel 
Fled  from  his  breast  to  fence  his  heel ; 
One,  for  the  simpie  manly  grace 
That  wont  to  deck  our  aaartial  race, 
Who  comes  in  foreign  trashery 

Of  tinkling  chain  and  spur, 
A  walking  haberdaabery. 

Of  feathers,  laoe,  and  fur : 
In  Rowley^s  antiquated  phrase. 
Horse-milliner*  oi  modem  days. 


•  «« The  trammds  of  l)ie  paHraye  pleased  his  tnglit. 
And  the  hone>inil]|uien  his  head  with  roses  dight" 

Rowley's  BaUads  qfCharitie. 
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IV. 
Or  is  it  be^  the  woid jr  youth. 

So  early  trained  tout  sUitesinaiLVpart> 
Who  talks  of  honQur,  faitfa,  and  trudi. 

As  themeft  fbat  be  has  got  by  heairt ; 
Whose  ethics  Chesterfield  can  teaeh, 
Whose  logic  is  fisom  Single-speech ; 
Who  scons  the  meanest  thou^bt  to  yent. 
Save  in  the  phrase  of  Fadiainait; 
Who,  in  a  tale  o£  cat  and  mouse, 
Calls  <^  order,""  and  ^  divides  the  hoUBe,"" 
Who  '^  craves  pefmisiioii  to^reply,"^ 
Whose  ^^  noUe  firiend  is  hi  bis  eye  C* 
Whose  levity  teadier  scNXie  h«ve  reckoned 
A  motion^  yen  should  gladly  aeeomdf 


What,  neither  ?  Can  tbeie  be  a  third. 
To  such  r^istless  swains  i«e£»r"d  ?-^ 
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O  why,  my  Lucy,  turn  aside. 
With  that  quick  glance  of  injured  pride  ? 
Forgive  me,  loye,  I  cannot  bear    . 
That  altered  and  resentful  air. 
Were  all  the  wealth  of  Russel  mine, 
And  all  the  rank  of  Howard^s  line. 
All  would  I  give  for  leave  to  dry 
That  dew-drop  trembling  in  thine  eye. 
Think  not  I  fear  such  fops  can  wile 
From  Lucy  more  than  cardess  smite ; 
But  yet  if  wealth  and  high  degree 
Give  ^ded  counters  currency. 
Must  I  not  fear,  when  rank  and  birth 
Stamp  the  pure  ore  of  genuine  worth  ? 
Nobles  there  are,  whose  martial  fires 
Rival  the  fame  that  raised  their  sires, 
And  patriots,  skilPd  through  storms  of  fate 
To  guide  and  guard  the  reeling  state. 
Such,  such  there  are— If  such  should  come, 
Arthur  must  tremble  and  be  dumb. 
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Self-exiled  seek  some  distant  shore, 
And  mourn  till  life  and  grief  are  o^er. 


VL 
What  sight,  what  signal  of  alarm. 
That  Lucy  clings  to  Arthur's  arm  ? 
Or  is  it,  that  the  rugged  way 
Makes  Beauty  lean  on  lover's  stay  P 
Oh,  no !  for  on  the  vale  and  brake. 
Nor  aght  nor  sounds  of  danger  wake. 
And  this  trim  sward  of  velvet  green 
Were  carpet  for  the  Fairy  Queen. 
That  pressure  slight  was  but  to  tell. 
That  Lucy  loves  her  Arthur  well. 
And  fain  would  banish  from  his  mind 
Suspicious  fear  and  doubt  unkind. 

VIL 

But  would'st  thou  bid  the  demons  fly 
Like  mist  before  the  dawning  sky. 
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There  ib  but  one  reflistlest  spelU- 

Say,  wilt  thou  gaest,  or  must  I  tdl? 

^Twere  hard  to  name  in  minstrel  phrase, 

A  landaulet  and  four  blood-bays, 

But  bards  agree  this  wizard  band' 

Can  but  be  bcimid  in  Northom  Land. 

^is  there— nay,  draw  not  back  thy  hand  r-«« 

^Tis  there  this  slender  fingec  round 

Must  golden  amulet  be  bound. 

Which,  ble8s'*d  with  many  a  holy  prayer. 

Can  change  to  rapture  lovers'  care. 

And  doubt  and  jealousy  shall  die. 

And  fears  give  phfce  to  ecttaey. 

VIII. 

Now,  trust  me,  Lucy,  all  too  k»g 
Has  been  thy  lover^s  tale  and  song. 
O,  why  so  silent,  love,  I  pray  ? 
lEIave  I  not  spoke  the  liveloag  day  ? 
And  will  not  Lucy  deign  to  My 

10 
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One  word  her  friend  to  bless  ? 
I  ask  but  one — a  simple  sound, 
Within  three  little  letters  bound, 

O,  let  the  word  be  YES ! 


END  OF  CANTO  SECOND. 
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CANTO  THIRD. 


INTRODUCTION. 


Long  lored,  long  woo^d,  and  lately  won, 
My  lifers  best  hope,  and  now  mine  own ! 
Doth  not  this  rude  and  Alpine  glen 
Recal  our  favourite  haunts  agen  P 
A  wild  resemblance  we  can  trace. 
Though  reft  of  every  softer  grace, 
As  the  rough  warrior^'s  brow  may  bear 
A  likeness  to  a  sister  fair. 
Full  well  advised  our  Highland  host. 
That  this  wild  pass  on  foot  be  crossM, 
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While  round  Ben-Cruach''s  mighty  base 
Wheel  the  slow  steeds  and  lingering  chaise. 
The  keen  old  carle,  with  Scottish  pride, 
He  praised  his  glen  and  mountains  wide ; 
An  eye  he  bears  for  nature^s  face, 
Ay,  and  for  woman^s  lovely  grace. 
Even  in  such  mean  degree  we  find 
The  subtle  Scof's  observing  mind ; 
For,  nor  the  chariot  nor  the  train 

Could  gape  of  vulgar  wonder  gain. 
But  when  old  Allan  would  expound 
Of  Beal-n&-paish*  the  Celtic  sound. 
His  bonnet  doffed,  and  bow,  applied 
His  legend  to  my  bonny  bride ; 
While  Lucy  blushed  beneath  his  eye,, 
Courteous  and  cautious,  shrewd  and  sly. 


*  Beal-na-paish,  the  Vale  of  the  Bridal. 
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11. 
Enough  of  him.— Now,  ere  we  lose, 
Plunged  in  the  vale,  the  distant  views. 
Turn  thee,  my  love !  look  back  once  more 
To  the  blue  lakers  retiring  shore. 
On  its  smooth  breast  the  shadows  seem 
Like  objects  in  a  morning  dream. 
What  time  the  slumberer  is  aware 
He  sleeps,  and  all  the  vision^s  air : 
Even  so,  on  yonder  liquid  lawn. 
In  hues  of  bright  reflection  drawn, 
Distinct  the  shaggy  mountidns  lie. 
Distinct  the  rocks,  distinct  the  sky ; 
The  summer-clouds  so  plain  we  note. 
That  we  might  count  each  dappled  spot : 
We  gaze  and  we  admire,  yet  know 
The  scene  is  all  delusive  show. 
Such  dreams  of  bliss  would  Arthur  draw. 
When  first  his  Lucy's  form  he  saw ; 
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Yet  sigb  d  and  sickened  as  he  drew, 
Despairing  they  could  e^er  prove  true  ! 


III. 
But,  Lucy,  turn  thee  now,  to  view 

Up  the  fair  glen  our  destined  way : 
The  fairy  path  that  we  pursue, 
Distinguished  but  by  greener  hue. 

Winds  round  the  purple  brae, 
While  Alpine  flowers  of  varied  dye 
For  carpet  serve,  or  tapestry. 
See  how  the  little  runnels  leap. 
In  threads  of  silver,  down  the  steep. 

To  swell  the  bjrooklef  s  moan ! 
Seems  that  the  Highland  Naiad  grieves. 
Fantastic  while  her  crown  she  weaves, 
Of  rowan,  birch,  and  alder  leaves. 

So  lovely,  and  so  lone. 
.  There's  no  iUudion  there ;  these  flowers. 
That  wailing  brook,  these  lovely  bowers, 
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Are,  Lucy,  all  our  own ; 
And,  since  thine  Arthur  called  thee  wife, 
Such  seems  the  prospect  of  his  life, 
A  lovely  path,  on-winding  still. 
By  gurgling  brook  and  sloping  hill. 
^Tis  true,  that  mortlds  cannot  tell 
What  waits  them  in  the  distant  dell ; 
But  be  it  hap,  or  be  it  harm, 
We  tread  the  path-way  arm  in  arm. 


IV. 
And  now,  my  Lucy,  wot'st  thou  why 
I  could  thy  bidding  twice  deny. 
When  twice  you  pray'd  I  would  again 
Resume  the  legendary  strain 
Of  the  bold  Knight  of  Triermain  ? 
At  lengdi  yon  peevish  vow  you  swore. 
That  you  would  sue  to  m^  no  more, 
Until  Ae  minstrel  fit  drew  near. 
And  made  me  prize  a  listening  ear. 
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But,  loveliest,  when  thou  first  didst  pray 
Continuance  of  the  knightly  lay, 
Was  it  not  on  the  happy  day 

That  made  thy  hand  mine  own  ? 
When,  dizzied  with  mine  ecstacy. 
Nought  past,  or  present,  or  to  be. 
Could  I  or  think  on,  hear,  or  see. 

Save,  Lucy,  thee  alone  I 
A  ^ddy  draught  my  rapture  was. 
As  ever  chemist's  magic  gas. 


V. 

Again  the  summons  I  denied 
In  yon  fair  capital  of  Clyde : 
My  Harp— or  let  me  rather  chuse 
The  good  old  classic  form — ^my  Muse, 
(For  Harp's  an  over-scutched  phrase. 
Worn  out  by  bards  of  modem  days,) 
My  Muse,  then — seldom  will  she  wake 
Save  by  dim  wood  and  silent  lake ; 
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She  is  the  wild  and  rustic  Maid, 
Whose  foot  unsandal^d  loves  to  tread 
Where  the  soft  green-sward  is  inlaid 

With  varied  moss  and  thyme ; 
And,  lest  the  simple  lily-braid. 
That  coronets  her  temples,  fade, 
She  hides  her  still  in  greenwood  shade. 

To  meditate  her  rhyme. 


VI. 

And  now  she  comes  !  The  murmur  dear 
Of  the  wild  brook  hath  caught  her  ear. 

The  glade  hath  won  her  eye ;       , 
She  longs  to  join  with  each  blithe  rill 
That  dances  down  the  Highland  hill. 

Her  blither  melody. 
And  now,  my  Lucy's  way  to  cheer. 
She  bids  Ben-Cruach's  echoes  hear 
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How  closed  the  tale^  my  love  whilere 

Loved  for  its  chivalry. 
List  how  she  tells,  in  notes  of  flame, 
*^  Child  Bcdand  to  the  dark  tower  came !" 


[     258     ] 
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CANTO  THIRD. 


I. 

Bewcastlb  now  must  keep  the  Hold, 

Speir^Ailam^s  steeds  must  Inde  in  stall, 
Of  Hartley-bum  the  bowmen  bold 

Must  only  shoot  fiom  battled  wall ; 
And  Liddesdale  may  buckle  spur. 

And  Teviot  now  may  belt  the  brand, 
Tarras  and  Ewes  keep  nightly  stir. 

And  Eskdale  forray  Cumberland. 
Of  wasted  fields  and  plundered  flocks 

The  Borderers  bootless  may  complain ; 
They  lack  the  sword  of  brave  De  Vaux, 

There  comes  no  aid  from  Triermain. 
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That  lord,  on  high  adventure  bound. 

Hath  wandered  forth  alone. 
And  day  and  night  keeps  watchful  round 

In  the  Valley  of  Saint  John. 

II. 
When  first  began  his  vigil  bold, 
The  moon  twelve  summer  nights  was  old, 

And  shone  both  fair  and  full ; 
High  in  the  vault  of  cloudless  blue, 
O^er  streamlet,  dale,  and  rock,  she  threw 

Her  light  composed  and  cool. 
Stretch'^d  on  the  brown  hill^s  heathy  breast. 

Sir  Roland  eyed  the  vale ; 
Chief,  where,  distinguished  from  the  rest. 
Those  clustering  rocks  uprear'*d  their  crest. 
The  dwelling  of  the  fair  distress^. 

As  told  grey  Lyulph's  tale. 
Thus  as  he  lay,  the  lamp  of  night 
Was  quivering  on  his  armour  bright. 
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In  beams  that  rose  and  fell, 
And  danced  upon  his  buckler^s  boss, 
That  lay  beside  him  on  the  moss. 
As  on  a  crystal  well. 


III. 
Ever  he  watchM,  and  oft  he  deem'^d, 

While  on  the  mound  the  moonlight  streamed, 

It  altered  to  his  eyes ; 
Eain  would  he  hope  the  rocks  ^gan  change 
To  buttressed  walls  their  shapeless  range. 
Fain  think,  by  transmutation  strange. 

He  saw  grey  turrets  rise. 
But  scarce  his  heart  with  hope  throbbed  high. 
Before  the  wild  illudons  fly, 

Which  fancy  had  conceived. 
Abetted  by  an  anxious  eye 

That  longed  to  be  deceived. 
It  was  a  fond  deception  all. 
Such  as,  in  solitary  hall, 


2ff6  .     THE  BBIDAI.  CaiUo  III. 

Beguiles  the  musiiig  eye. 
When,  gazing  on  the  sinking  fire, 
Bulwark,  and  batdementy  and  apire. 

In  the  red  gulph  we  spy. 
For,  seen  by  moon  of  middle  night. 
Or  by  the  blaze  of  noontide  bright. 
Or  by  the  dawn  of  morning  light. 

Or  evening^s  western  flame. 
In  every  tide,  at  every  hour. 
In  mist,  in  sunshine,  and  in  shower, 

The  rocks  remained  the  same. 


IV. 

Oft  has  he  traiced  the  charmed  mound. 
Oft  climbed  its  crest,  or  paced  it  round. 

Yet  nothing  might  explore, 
Save  that  the  crags  so  rudely  piled, 
At  distance  seen,  resemblance  wild 

To  a  rough  fortress  bore. 
Yet  still  his  watch  the  Warrior  keeps, 

Feeds  hard  and  spare,  and  seldom  sleeps, 

7 
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And  drinks  but  of  the  well ; 
Ever  by  day  be  w^lks  the  hill. 
And  when  the  evening  gale  is  diill, 

He  seeks  a  rodcy  cell. 
Like  hermit  poor  to  bid  his  bead. 
And  tell  his  Ave  and  his  Creed, 
Invoking  every  saint  at  need. 

For  aid  to  burst  his  spell. 


V. 

And  now  the  moon  her  orb  has  hid, 
And  dwindled  to  a  silver  thread. 

Dim  seen  in  middle  beavas, 
Whik  oV  its  curve  careerii^  fast. 
Before  the  fury  of  the  blast, 

The  midnight  clouds  are  driven. 
The  brooklet  raved,  for  on  the  hills 
The  upland  showers  had  swoln  the  rills. 

And  down  the  torrents  came ; 
Muttered  the  distant  thunder  dread, 

VOL.  X.  R 
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And  frequent  o^er  the  vale  was  spread 

A  sheet  of  lightning  flame. 
De  Vaux,  within  his  mountain  cave, 
(No  human  step  the  storm  durst  braye,) 
To  moody  meditation  gave 

Each  faculty^of  soul. 
Till,  lulled  by  distant  torrent-sound^ 
And  the  sad  winds  that  whistled  round. 
Upon  his  thoughts,  in  musing  drowned, 

A  broken  slumber  stole. 


VI, 

'Twas  then  was  heard  a  heavy  sound,^ 
(Sound,  strange  and  fearful  there  to  hear, 

'Mongst  desert  hills,  where,  leagues  around. 
Dwelt  but  the  gor-cock  and  the  deer :) 

As  starting  from  his  couch  of  fern. 

Again  he  heard,  in  clangor  stem. 
That  deep  and  solemn  swell. 

Twelve  times,  in  measured  tone,  it  spoke. 
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Like  some  proud  ininster^s  pealing  clock, 

Or  city^s  larum-bell. 
What  thought  was  Roland^s  first  when  fell, 
In  that  deep  wilderness,  the  knell 

Upon  his  startled  ear  ? 
To  slander  warrior  were  I  loth,  " 
Yet  must  I  hold  my  minstrel  troth, — 
.It  was  a  thought  of  fear. 

VII. 

But  lively  was  the  mmgled  thrill 
That  chased  that  momentary  chill. 

For  Love's  keen  wish  was  there. 
And  eager  Hope,  and  Valour  high, 
And  the  proud  glow  of  Chivalry, 

That  burned  to  do  and  dare. 
Forth  from  the  cave  the  Warrior  rushM, 
Long  ere  the  mountain-voice  was  hiish'd. 

That  answered  to  the  knell ; 
For  long  and  far  the  unwonted  sound. 
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Eddjring  in  echoes  round  and  round. 
Was  tossed  from  fell  to  fell ; 
And  Glaramara  answer  flung, 
And  Grisdale-pike  responave  ruii^. 
And  Legbert  heigbts  their  echoes  swung. 
As  far  as  Derwenf  s  deU. 


VIII. 

Forth  upon  trackless  darkness  gazed 
The  Knight,  bedeafen^d  and  amazed. 

Till  all  was  hush'd  and  still, 
Save  the  swoIFn  torrenf s  sullen  roar. 
And  the  night  blast  that  wildly  bore 

Its  course  along  the  hilL 
'  Then  on  the  northed  sky  there  came 
A  light,  as  of  reflected  flame, 

And  over  Legbert-head, 
As  if  by  magic  art  ocxitroll^d, 
A  mighty  meteor  slowly  rolled 

Its  Gth  &£  fiery  red  f 


/ 
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Thou  woul<F8t  hiive  thought  some  demon  dire 
Came  mounted  on  that  car  of  fire, 

To  do  his  errand  dread. 
Far  on  the  sloping  valley^s  eourse, 
On  thicket,  rqok,  and  torrent  hoarse. 
Shingle  and  Scrae,  *  and  Fdl  and  Force,  f 

A  dusky  light  arose : 
Display^d^  yet  altered,  was  the  soehe ; 
Dark  rock,  and  brook  of  silver  sheen. 
Even  the  gay  thicket's  summer  green. 

In  bloody  tinctunr  glows. 


IX. 
De  Vaux  had  marked  the  sunbeams  set, 
At  eve,  upon  the  coronet 

Of  that  enchanted  mound,* 
And  seen  but  crags  at  random  flung. 
That,  o^er  the  brawling  torrent  hung, 

In  desolation  frownM. 


*  BaDk  of  loose  stones.  f  Water-falL 

10 
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What  sees  he  by  that  meteor^s  lour  ?— - 
A  bannered  Castle,  Keep,  and  Tower, 

Return  the  lurid  gleam. 
With  battled  walls  ^id  buttress  fast. 
And  barbican  *  and  ballium  -|-  vast. 
And  airy  flanking  towers,  that  cast 
Their  shadows  on  the  stream. 
^Tis  no  deceit  I  distinctly  clear 
Crenell  j:  and  parapet  appear. 
While  o^er  the  pile  that  meteor  drear 

Makes  momentary  pause ; 
Then  forth  its  solemn  path  it  drew. 
And  fainter  yet  and  fainter  grew 
Those  gloomy  towers  upon  the  view. 

As  its  wild  light  withdraws. 


*  The  outer  defence  of  the  castle-gate* 

-f  Fortified  court. 

X  Apertures  for  shooting  arrows. 
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X. 

Forth  from  the  cave  did  Roland  rush, 

O^er  crag  and  stream,  through  briar  and  bush ; 

Yet  far  he  had  not  sped. 
Ere  sunk  was  that  portentous  light 
Behind  the  hills,  and  utter  night 

Was  on  the  valley  spread. 
He  paused  perforce,-— and  blew  his  horn. 
And  on  the  mountain-echoes  borne 

Was  heard  an  answering  sound, 
A  wild  and  lonely  trumpet-note, — 
In  middle  air  it  seemed  to  float 

High  oVr  the  battled  mound ; 
And  sounds  were  heard,  as  when  a  guard 
'    Of  some  proud  castle,  holding  ward. 

Pace  forth  their  nightly  round.     . 
The  valiant  Knight  of  Triermain 
Rung  forth  his  challenge-blast  again. 
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But  answer  came  there  none ; 
And  ^mid  the  mingled  wmd  and  rain, 
Darkling  he  sought  the  vale  in  vain. 

Until  the  dawning  shone ; 
And  when  it  dawned,  that  wondrous  sight. 
Distinctly  seen  by  meteor-light. 

It  all  had  passed  away  ! 
And  that  enchanted  mount  once  more 
A  pile  of  granite  fragments  bore, 

As  at  the  close  of  day, 

XL 

SteePd  for  the  deed,  De  Vaux^s  heart 
Scorned  from  his  venturous  quest  to  part. 

He  walks  the  vale  once  more ; 
But  only  sees,  by  night  or  day. 
That  shattered  pile  of  rocks  so  grey, 

Hears  but  the  torrent^s  roar. 
Till  when,  through  hills  of  azure  borne. 
The  moon  renewed  her  silver  horn. 


I 
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Just  at  the  time  her  waning  ray 
Had  faded  in  the  dawning  day, 

A  summer  mist  arose ; 
Adown  the  vale  the  vapours  4oat, 
And  cloudy  undulations  moat 
That  tufted  mound  of  mystic  note. 

As  round  its  base  they  close. 
And  higher  now  the  fleecy  tide 
Ascends  its  stem  and  shaggy  side. 
Until  the  airy  billows  hide 

The  rock^s  majestic  isle ; 
It  seemed  a  veil  of  filmy  lawn. 
By  some  fantastic  fairy  drawn 

Around  enchanted  pile. 

XII. 

The  breeze  came  softly  down  the  brook. 

And,  sighing  as  it  blew. 
The  veil  of  silver  mist  it  shook. 
And  to  De  Vaux^s  eager  look 
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Renewed  that  wondrous  view. 
For,  though  the  loitering  vapour  braved 
The  gentle  breeze,  yet  oft  it  waved 

Its  mantlets  dewy  fold ; 
And  still,  when  shook  that  filmy  screen, 
Were  towers  and  bastions  dimly  seen, 
And  Gothic  battlements  between 

Their  gloomy  length  unrolled. 
Speed,  speed,  De  Vaux,  ere  on  thine  eye 
Once  more  the  fleeting  vision  die  ! 

-^The  gallant  Knight  can  speed 
As  prompt  and  light  as,  when  the  hound 
Is  opening,  and  the  horn  is  wound. 

Careers  the  hunter^s  steed. 
Down  the  steep  dell  his  course  amain 

Hath  rivaird  archer^s  shaft ; 
But  ere  the  mound  he  could  attain, 
The  rocks  their  shapeless  form  regain, 
And,  mocking  loud  his  labour  vain. 

The  mountain  spirits  laughed. 
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Far  up  the  echoing  dell  was  borne 
Their  wild  unearthly  shout  of  scorn. 


XIIL 
Wroth  wax'd  the  Warrior. — *^  Am  I  then 
^^  FooPd  by  the  enemies  of  men, 
"  Like  a  poor  hind,  whose  homeward  way 
^^  Is  haunted  by  malicious  fay  ? 
'^  Is  Triermain  become  your  taunt, 
^^  De  Vaux  your  scorn  ?  False  fiends,  avaunt  !^ 
A  weighty  curtal-axe  he  bare ; 
The  baleful  blade  so  bright  and  square, 
And  the  tough  shaft  of  heben  wood. 
Were  oft  in  Scottish  gore  embrued. 
Backward  his  stately  form  he  drew. 
And  at  the  rocks  the  weapon  threw. 
Just  where  one  crag^s  projected  crest 
Hung  proudly  balanced  o^er  the  rest. 
Hurrd  with  main  force,  the  weapon^s  shock 
Rent  a  huge  fragment  of  the  rock. 
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If  by  mere  strength,  ^twere  hard  to  tell, 
Or  if  the  blow  dissolved  some  qpeU, 
But  down  the  headlong  ruin  came, 
With  cloud  of  dust  and  flash  of  flame. 
Down  bank,  o^er  bush,  its  course  was  borne, 
Crush'^d  lay  the  copse,  the  earth  was  torn, 
TiU  staid  at  length,  the  ruin  dread 
Cumbered  the  torrent^s  rocky  bed. 
And  bade  the  waters'  high^woln  tide 
Seek  other  passage  for  its  pride. 

XIV. 

When  ceased  that  thunder,  Triermain 
Surveyed  the  mound's  rude  front  again ; 
And,  lo  I  the  ruin  had  laid  bare, 
Hewn  in  the  stone,  a  windii^  stair. 
Whose  moss'd  and  fractured  steps  might  lend 
The  means  the  summit  to  ascend ; 
And  by  whose  aid  the  brave  De  Vaux 
Began  to  scale  these  magic  rockss 
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And  soon  a  platform  won, 
Where,  the  wild  witchery  to  close. 
Within  three  lances  length  arose 

The  Castle  of  Saint  John  ! 
No  misty  phantom  of  the  «ir, 
No  meteor-bbuson'^d  show  was  there; 
In  morning  splendour,  full  and  fair. 

The  massive  fortress  shone. 


h 


XV. 

Embattled  high  and  proudly  tower'^d^ 
Shaded  by  ponderous  flankers,  lower'^d 

The  portal's  gloomy  way. 
Though  for  ^x  hundred  years  and  more. 
Its  strength  had  brooked  the  tempest's  roar. 
The  scutcheon'd  emblems  which  it  bore 

Had  suffered  ix>  decay : 
But  from  the  eastern  battlement 
A  turret  had  made  sheer  descent. 
And  down  in  recent  ruin  rent. 


J 
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In  the  mid  torrent  lay. 
Else,  o^er  the  Castle^s  brow  sublime. 
Insults  of  violence  or  of  time 

Unfelt  had  passed  away. 
In  shapeless  characters  of  yore, 
The  gate  this  stem  inscription  bore  :— 

XVI. 

^^  Patience  waits  the  destined  day, 
Strength  can  clear  the  cumbered  way. 
Warrior,  who  hast  waited  long, 

"  Firm  of  soul,  of  sinew,  strong, 

'^  It  is  given  to  thee  to  gaze 

^^  On  the  pile  of  ancient  days. 

«  Never  mortal  builder^s  hand 

^^  This  enduring  fabric  plann'*d ; 

''  Sign  and  sigil,  word  of  power, 

"  From  the  earth  raised  keep  and  tower. 


(( 
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"  View  it  o^er,  and  pace  it  round, 
^^  Rampart,  turret,  battled  mound. 
"  Dare  no  more !  To  cross  the  gate 
"  Were  to  tamper  with  thy  fate ; 
**  Strength  and  fortitude  were  vain, 
"  View  it  o^er-^-and  turn  again.^ — 


XVII. 
"  That  would  I,''  said  the  Warrior  bold, 
"  If  that  my  frame  were  bent  ahd  old, 
^^  And  my  thin  blood  dropped  slow  and  cold 

"  As  icicle  in  thaw ; 
"  But  while  my  heart  can  feel  it  dance, 
^^  Blithe  as  the  sparkling  wine  of  France, 
*^  And  this  good  arm  wields  sword  or  lance, 

**  I  mock  these  words  of  awe  r* 
He  said ;  the  wicket  felt  the  sway 
Of  his  strong  hand,  and  straight  gave  way, 
And  with  rude  crash  and  jarring  bray. 

The  rusty  bolts  withdraw ; 
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But  6*er  the  threshdd  as  he  strode^ 
And  forward  took  the  vaulted  road, 
An  unseen  arm,  with  force  amain. 
The  ponderous  gate  flung  close  again, 

And  rusted  bolt  and  bar 
Spontaneous  took  their  place  once  more. 
While  the  deep  arch  with  sullen  roar 

Retum'^d  their  surly  jar. 
^^  Now  closed  is  the  gin  and  the  prey  within, 

<<  By  the  Bood  of  Laneroost ! 
^^  But  he  that  would  win  the  war-wolTs  skin, 

^^  May  rue  him  of  his  boast.^-^ 
Thus  muttmng,  an  the  Warrior  went, 
By  dubious  light  down  steep  descent* 


XVIII. 

UnbarrM,  unlock 'd,  unwatch^d,  a  port 
Led  to  the  Castle^s  outer  oouit : 
There  the  main  fortress,  lN*oed  and  tall, 
Spread  its  long  range  of  bower  and  hall, 
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And  towers  of  vaiied  aze. 
Wrought  with  each  ornament  extreme. 
That  Gothic  art^  m  wildest  dream 

Of  fancy,  fxmld  devise. 
But  full  between  the  Warrior's  way 
And  the  main  portal  arch,  there  lay 
An  inner  moat ; 
Nor  bridge  nor  boat 
Affords  De  Vanx  the  means  to  cross 
The  dear,  profound,  and  silent  fosse. 
His  arms  aside  in  haste  he  flings. 
Cuirass  of  steel  and  hauberk  rings^ 
And  down  falls  helm,  and  down  the  shield. 
Rough  with  th^  dints  of  many  b,  field. 
Fair  was  his  manly  form,  and  fair 
His  keen  dark  eye,  and  close  curPd  hair. 
When, — all  unarmed,  save  that  the  brand  ^ 
Of  well-proved  metal  graced  his  hand. 
With  nought  to  fence  his  dauntless  breast 
But  the  close  gipon^s  *  under-vest, 

*  A  sort  of  doublet,  worn  beneath  the  armour. 
VOL.  X.  S 
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Whose  sullied  buff  the  sable  stains 
Of  hauberk  and  of  nuul  retains,— 
Boland  De  Vaux  upon  the  brim 
Of  the  broad  moat  stood  prompt  to  swim. 


XIX. 

Accouter^d  thus  he  dared  the  tide. 
And  soon  he  reached  the  farther  side. 

And  enter'*d  soon  the  Hold, 
And  paced  a  hall,  whose  walls  so  wide 
Were  blazoned  all  with  feats  of  pride. 

By  warriors  done  of  old. 
In  middle  lists  they  countered  here. 

While  trumpets  seemM  to  blow ; 
And  there,  in  den  or  desert  drear. 

They  quelled  gigantic  foe. 
Braved  the  fierce  griffon  in  his  ire. 
Or  faced  the  dragon^s  breath  of  fire. 
Strange  in  their  armi^,  and  strange  in  face, 
Heroes  they  seemed  of  ancient  race. 
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Whose  deeds  of  arms,  and  race,  and  name, 
Forgotten  long  by  later  fame, 

Were  here  depicted,  to  appal 
Those  of  an  age  degenerate, 
Whose  bold  intrusion  braved  their  fate 

In  this  enchanted  hall. 
For  some  short  space,  the  venturous  Knight 
With  these  high  marvels  fed  his  sight ; 
Then  sought  the  chamber^s  upper  end. 
Where  three  broad  easy  steps  ascend 
To  an  arcVd  portal  door, 
In  whose  broad  folding  leaves  of  state 
Was  framed  a  wicket  window-grate ; 

And  ere  he  ventured  more. 
The  gallant  Knight  took  earnest  view 
The  grated  wicket-window  through.  ^ 


O,  for  his  arms  !  Of  martial  weed 
Had  never  mortal  Knight  such  need  !- 
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He  spied  a  stately  gallery ;  all 

Of  snow-white  marUe  was  the  wall, 

The  vaulting,  and  the  floor ; 
And,  contrast  strange !  on  either  hand 
There  stood  arrayed  in  sable  band 

Four  Maids  whom  Afrie  bore ; 
And  each  a  Lybian  tyger  led, 
Held  by  as  bright  and  irail  a  thread 

As  Lucy^s  golden  hair, 
For  the  leash  that  bound  these  monsters  dread 

Was  but  of  gossamer. 
Each  Maiden^s  short  barbaric  vest 
Left  all  unclosed  the  knee  and  breast, 

And  limbs  of  shapely  jet ; 
White  was  their  vest  and  turban^s  fbld. 
On  arms  and  ancles  rings  of  gold 

In  savage  pomp  were  set ; 
A  quiver  on  their  shoulders  lay, 
And  in  their  hand  an  assagay. 
Such  and  so  silent  stood  they  there. 

That  Roland  well  nigh  hoped 
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He  saw  a  band  of  statues  rare. 
Station^  the  gazer^s  soul  to  scare ; 

But,  when  the  wicket  oped, 
Each  griesly  beast  ^gan  upward  draw, 
Boird  his  grim  eye,  and  spread  his  claw. 
Scented  the  air,  and  licked  his  jaw ; 
While  these  weird  Maids,  in  Moorish  tongue, 
A  wild  and  dismal  warning  sung. 

XXI. 

"  Rash  Adventurer,  bear  thee  back  ! 

*^  Dread  the  spell  of  Dabomay ! 
^^  Fear  the  race  of  Zaharak, 

"  Daughters  of  the  burning  day  ! 

"  When  the  whirlwind'^s  gusts  are  wheeling, 

"  Our'^s  it  is  the  dance  to  braid  ; 
^^  ZaraVs  sands  in  pillars  reeling, 

^^  Join  the  measure  that  we  tread. 
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*^  When  the  Moon  has  don^d  her  cloak, 

^^  And  the  stars  are  red  to  see, 
^^  Shrill  when  pipes  the  sad  Siroc, 

'^  Music  meet  for  such  as  we. 


'^  Where  the  shattered  columns  lie, 

^*  Shewing  Carthage  once  had  been, 
^'  If  the  wandering  Santon^s  eye 

'^  Our  mysterious  rites  hath  seen,— 
^^  Oft  he  cons  the  prayer  of  death, 

'^  To  the  nations  preaches  doom, 
^'  ^  AzraePs  brand  hath  left  the  sheath  ! 

^^  Moslems,  think  upon  the  tomb  I**--— 


*^  Our^s  the  scorpion,  our^s  the  snake, 
"  Our's  the  hydra  of  the  fen, 

*^  Our's  the  tyger  of  the  brake, 
^^  All  that  plagues  the  sons  of  men. 

^^  Our^s  the  tempests  midnight  wrack, 
"  Pestilence  that  wastes  by  day— 
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^^  Dread  the  race  of  Zaharak ! 
"  Fear  the  spell  of  Dahomay  !"— 


XXII.  t 

Uncouth  and  strange  the  accents  shrill 
Rung  those  vaulted  roofs  among, 

Long  it  was  ere,  faint  and  still, 
Died  the  far-resounding  song. 

While  yet  the  distant  echoes  roll, 

The  Warrior  communed  with  his  soul. 
"  When  first  I  took  this  venturous  quest, 

*^  I  swore  upon  the  rood, 
^^  Neither  to  stop,  nor  turn,  nor  rest, 

"For  evil  or  for  good. 
"  My  forward  path  too  well  I  ween, 
"  Lies  yonder  fearful  ranks  between ; 
"  For  man  unarmed,  ^tis  bootless  hope 
"  With  tygers  and  with  fiends  to  cope— 
"  Yet,  if  I  turn,  what  waits  me  there, 
"  Save  famine  dire  and  fell  despair  ?— 
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^<  Other  conclusion  let  me  try, 

'*  Since,  chuse  however  I  list,  I  die. 

«  Forward,  lies  faith  and  knightly  fame ; 

^^  Behind,  are  peijury  and  shame. 

"  In  life  ot  death  I  hold  iny  word  !*— - 

With  that  he  drew  his  trusty  sword. 

Caught  down  a  banner  from  the  wall, 

And  entered  thus  the  fearful  hall. 


XXIII. 
On  high  each  wayward  Maiden  threw 
Her  swarthy  arm,  with  wild  halloo  ! 
On  either  side  a  tyger  sprung-— 
Against  the  leftward  foe  he  flung 
The  ready  banner,  to  engage 
With  tangling  folds  the  brutal  rage ; 
The  right-hand  monster  in  mid  air 
He  struck  so  fiercely  and  so  fair, 
Through  gullet  and  through  spinal  bone 
The  tr^ichant  blade  hath  sheerly  gone* 
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His  griesly  brethren  rampM  and  yellM, 
But  the  slight  leash  their  mge  withheld. 
Whilst,  ^twixt  their  ranks,  the  dangerous  road 
Firmly,  though  swift,  the  champion  strode. 
Safe  to  the  gaUery^s  bound  he  drew. 
Safe  past  an  open  portal  through ; 
And  when  Against  followers  he  flung 
The  gate,  judge  if  the  echoes  rung  ! 
Onward  his  daring  course  he  bore. 
While,  mixM  with  dying  growl  and  roar, 
Wild  jubilee  and  loud  hurra 
Pursued  him  on  his  venturous  way. 

XXIV. 

"  Hurra,  hurra  !  Our  watch  is  done  ! 
"  We  hail  onpe  more  the  tropic  sun. 
"  Pallid  beams  of  northern  day, 
*'  Farewell,  farewell  f  Hurra,  hurra  ! 


"  Five  hundred  years  o^er  this  cold  glen 
"  Hath  the  pale  sun  come  round  agen ; 
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^*  Foot  of  man,  till  now,  hath  ue^er 
^<  Dared  to  cross  the  *Hall  of  Fear. 


«  Warrior !  thou,  whose  dauntless  heart 
^^  Gives  us  from  our  ward  to  part, 
^^  Be  as  strong  in  future  trial, 
*^  Where  resistance  is  denial. 


"  Now  for  Afric^s  glowing  sky, 

^'  Zwenga  wide  and  Atlas  high, 

**  Zaharak  and  Dahomay  !— 

"  Mount  the  winds !  Hurra,  hurra  T — 


XXV. 

The  wizard  song  at  distance  died, 

As  if  in  ether  borne  astray. 
While  through  waste  halls  and  chambers  wide 

The  Knight  pursued  his  steady  way, 
Till  to  a  lofty  dome  became. 
That  flashed  with  such  a  brilliant  flame. 
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As  if  the  wealth  of  all  the  world 
Were  there  in  rich  confusion  hurPd. 
For  here  the  gold^  in  sandy  heaps. 
With  duller  earth  incorporate  sleeps ; 
Was  there  in  ingots  piled,  and  there 
Coin'd  badge  of  empery  it  bare ; 
Yonder,  huge  bars  of  silver  lay, 
Dimm'd  by  the  diamond^s  neighbouring  ray, 
Like  the  pale  moon  in  morning  day  ; 
And  in  the  midst  four  Maidens  stand. 
The  daughters  of  some  distant  land. 
Their  hue  was  of  the  dark-red  dye. 
That  fringes  oft  a  thunder-sky ; 
Their  hands  palmetto  baskets  bare. 
And  cotton  fillets  bound  their  hair ; 
Slim  was  their  form,  their  mien  was  shy. 
To  earth  they  bent  the  humbled  eye. 
Folded  their  arms,  and  suppliant  knecPd, 
And  thus  their  proffered  gifts  reveal'd. 
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xxyi. 

CHO&U8. 

"  See  the  treasures  Merlin  piled, 

^^  Portion  meet  for  Artbur^s  child. 

*<  Bathe  in  Wealth^s  unbounded  stream^ 

"  Wealth  that  Avarice  ne^er  could  dream  T 


FIftST  MAIBEN. 

^^  See  these  clots  of  virpn  gold ! 

^<  Severed  from  the  sparry  mould, 

"  Nature's  mystic  alchemy 

^^  In  the  mine  thus  bade  them  He ; 

^^  And  tfieir  orient  smile  can  win 

^^  Kings  to  stoop,  and  saints  to  sin/^  — 


SECOND  MAIDEN. 

<^  See  these  pearls,  that  long  have  slept ; 
«'  These  were  tears  by  Naiads  wept 
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*^  For  the  loss  of  Marine!. 

**  TritoBS  in  the  silver  shell 

^*  Treasured  them,  till  hard  and  white 

*^  As  the  teeth  of  Amphitrite,''— 


THIRD  MAIDEN. 

"  Does  a  livelier  hiie  delight  ? 
^^  Here  are  rubies  blazing  bright, 
**  Here  the  emerald^s  fairy  green, 
<^  And  the  topaz  glows  between  ; 
**  Here  their  varied  hues  unite, 
^*  In  the  changeful  chrysoliteJ'— 


FaUBTH  MAID-El?. 

^^  Leave  these  gems  of  poorer  shine, 
^^  Leave  them  all,  and  look  on  mine  f 
^^  While  their  glories  I  expand, 
^^  Shade  thine  ieye-brows  willi  thy  hand. 
^^  Mid-^y  sun  and  diamond^s  blaze^ 
"  Blind  the  rash  beholder's  gjize.^— 
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CHOAUS. 
**  Warrior,  seize  the  splendid  store ; 
"  Would  'twere  all  our  mountains  bore ! 
**  We  should  ne'er  in  future  story, 
"  Read,  Peru,  thy  perish'd  glory  r 

XXVII. 

Calmly  and  unconcerned,  the  Knight 
Waved  aade  the  treasures  bright : 
^^  Gentle  Maidens,  rise,  I  pray  ! 
^'  Bar  not  thus  my  destined  way. 
^'  Let  these  boasted  brilliant  toys 
<<  Braid  the  hair  of  girls  and  boys  ! 
'^  Bid  your  streams  of  gold  expand 
**  O'er  proud  London's  thirsty  land. 
**  De  Vaux  of  wealth  saw  never  need, 
"  Save  to  purvey  him  arms  and  steed, 
^^  And  all  the  ore  he  deign'd  to  hoard 
"  Inlays  his  helm,  and  hilts  his  sword/** — 
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Thus  gently  parting  from  their  hold. 
He  left,  unmoved^  the  dome  of  gold. 

XXVIII. 
And  now  the  morning  sun  was  high, 
De  Vaux  was  weary,  faint,  and  dry ; 
When,  lo  !  a  plashing  sound  he  hears, 
A  gladsome  signal  that  he  nears 

Some  frolic  water-run ; 
And  soon  he  reached  a  court-yard  square, 
Where,  dancing  in  the  sultry  air, 

Tossed  high  aloft,  a  fountain  fair 

. » 

Was  sparkling  in  the  sun. 
On  right  and  left,  a  fair  arcade. 
In  long  perspective  view  displayed 
Alleys  and  bowers,  for  sun  or  shade ; 

But,  full  in  front,  a  door, 
Low-brow^d  and  dark,  seemed  as  it  led 
To  the  lone  dwelling  of  the  dead, 

Whose  memory  was  no  more. 
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XXIX. 
Here  stopped  De  Vaiix  an  instanf  8  ^ce» 
To  bathe  his  parched  lips  and  face. 

And  marked  with  well-pleased  eye. 
Refracted  on  the  fountain  stueam, 
In  rainbow  hues  the  dazzling  beam. 

Of  that  gay  summer  sky. 
His  senses  felt  a  mild  controul. 
Like  that  which  lulls  the  weary  soul, 

From  contemplation  high 
Relaxing,  when  the  ear  receives 
The  music  that  the  greenwood  leaves 

Make  to  the  breezes^  sigh. 

XXX. 

And  oft  in  such  a  dreamy  mood, 

The  half-shut  eye  can  frame 
Fair  apparitions  in  the  wood, 
As  if  the  Nymphs  of  field  and  flood 

In  gay  procession  came. 
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Are  these  of  such  fantastic  mouldy 

Seen  distant  down  the  fair  arcade. 
These  Maids  enlink^d  in  sister-fold, ' 
Who,  late  at  bashful  distance  staid, 
Now  tripping  from  the  greenwood  shade. 
Nearer  the  musing  champion  draw, 
And,  in  a  pause  of  seeming  awe. 
Again  stand  doubtful  How  ?-— 
Ah,  that  sly  pause  of  witching  powers  f 
That  seems  to  say,  '^  To  fdease  be  ours, 
"  Be  yours  to  tell  us  how."— 
Th^  hue  was  of  the  golden  glow 
That  suns  of  Candahar  bestow, 
O^er  which  in  slight  suffusion  flows 
A  frequent  tinge  of  paly  rose ; 
Their  limbs  were  fashioned  faur  and  free, 
In  nature^s  justest  symmetry; 
And  wreathed  with  flowers,  with  odours  graced. 
Their  raven  ringlets  reached  the  waist : 

vox.  X.  T 


290  THE  BRIDAL  Canto  III. 

In  eastern  pomp,  its  gilding  pale 
The  hennah  lent  each  shapely  nail» 
And  the  dark  sumah  gave  the  eye 
More  hquid  and  more  lustrous  dye. 
The  spotless  veil  of  misty  lawn. 
In  studied  disarrangement,  drawn 

The  form  and  bosom  o^er. 
To  win  the  eye,  or  tempt  the  touch. 
For  modesty  shewed  all  too  much — 

Too  mudb— -yet  promised  more. 


XXXI. 

"  Gentle  Knight,  awhile  delay," 

Thus  they  surig,  *^  thy  toilsome  way, 

"  While  we  pay  the  duty  due 

^^  To  our  Master  and  to  you, 

"  Over  Avarice,  over  Fear, 

<^  Love  triumphant  led  thee  here ; 

"  Warrior,  list  to  us,  for  we 

"  Are  slaves  to  Love,  are  friends  to  thee. 
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**  Though  no  treasured  gems  have  we, 

**  To  proffer  on  the  bended  knee, 

^^  Though  we  boast  nor  arm  nor  heart, 

"  For  the  assagay  or  dart, 

"  Swains  have  given  each  simple  girl 

^^  Ruby  lip  and  teeth  of  pearl ; 

"  Or,  if  dangers  more  you  prize, 

^^  Flatterers  find  them  in  our  eyes. 

"  Stay,  then,  gentle  Warrior,  stay, 
"  Rest  till  evening  steal  on  day ; 
"  Stay,  O  stay !— in  yonder  bowers 
"  We  will  braid  thy  locks  with  flowers, 
^^  Spread  the  feast  and  fill  the  wine, 

Charm  thy  ear  with  sounds  divine, 

Weave  our  dances  till  delight 
**  Yield  to  languor,  day  to  night. 

"  Then  Aall  she  you  most  approve, 
**  Sing  the  lays  that  best  you  love, 
"  Soft  thy  mossy  couch  shall  spread, 
"  Watch  thy  pillow,  prop  thy  head. 


<c 


(i 
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"  Till  the  weary  night  be  o'er— 
*<  Gentle  Warrior,  would'^st  thou  more  ? 
**  Would^st  thou  more,  fur  Warrior,— she 
*^  Is  slave  to  Love  and  slave  to  thee.^— > 


XXXII. 

O,  do  not  hold  it  for  a  crime 
In  the  bold  hero  of  my  rhyme, 

For  Stoic  look, 

And  meet  rebuke, 
He  lacked  the  heart  or  time ; 
As  round  the  band  of  syrens  trip. 
He  kissed  one  damsefs  laughing  lip. 
And  pressed  another'^s  proffer'^d  hand. 
Spoke  to  them  all  in  accents  bland. 
But  broke  their  ma^c  circle  through ; 
^^  Kind  Maids,^  he  said,  "  adieu,  adieu  ! 
"  My  fate,  my  fortune,  forward  lies.'"— 
He  sud,  and  vanish'^d  from  thdir  ^yes ; 
But,  as  he  dared  that  darksome  way. 
Still  heard  behind  their  lovely  lay : 
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"  Fair  Flower  of  Courtesy,  depart ! 

"  Gro,  where  the  feelings  of  the  heart 

"  With  the  warm  pulse  in  concord  move ; 

"  Gk>,  where  Virtue  sanctions  Love  f''—        ^ 

XXXIII. 
Downward  De  Vaux  through  darksome  way^ 

And  ruined  vaults  has  gone, 
TiU  issue  from  their  wilderM  mdze, 

Or  safe  retreat,  seem^^d  none, 
And  e^en  the  dismal  path  he  strays 

Grew  worse  as  he  wait  on.    . 
For  cheerful  sun,  for  living  air, 
Foul  vapours  rise  and  mine-fires  glare. 
Whose  fearful  light  the  dangers  showed 
That  dogged  him  on  that  dreadful  road. 

Deep  pits,  and  lakes  of  waters  dun, 

* 

They  shew'^d,  but  shew'*d  not  how  to  shun. 
These  scenes  of  desolate  despair, 
These  smothering  clouds  of  poisoned  air. 
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How  gladly  had  De  Vaux  exchanged, 
Though '^twese  to  face  yon  tygers  ranged  ! 

Nay,  soothful  bards  have  said. 
So  perilous  his  state  seemed  now. 
He  wishM  him  under  arbour  bough 

With  Asians  willing  maid. 
When,  joyful  sound  !  at  distance  near 
A  trumpet  flourished  loud  and  clear. 
And  as  it  ceased,  a  lofty  lay 
Seemed  thus  to  chide  his  lagging  way. 

XXXIV. 

**  Son  of  Honour,  theme  of  story, 
"  Think  on  the  reward  before  ye  ! 
^^  Danger,  darkness,  Unl  despise ; 
"  'Tis  Ambition  bids  thee  rise. 


(( 


He,  that  would  her  heights  ascend, 
**  Many  a  weary  step  must  wend  ;    ^ 
^^  Hand  and  foot  and  knee  he  tries  ; 
**  Thus  Ambition's  minicHis  rise.  • 


Canto  III.  OF  TRIERMi^N.  295 

'*  Lag  not  now,  though  rough  the  way, 

^'  Fortune^s  mood  brooks  no  delay ; 

^^  Grasp  the  boon  thaf  s  spread  before  ye, 

"  Monarch'^s  pow»,  and  Conqueror^s  glory  !"— 

It  ceased.     Advancing  on  the  sound, 
A  steep  ascent  the  Wanderer  found, 

And  then  a  turret  stair  : 
Nor  climbed  he  far  its  steepy  round 

Till  fresher  blew  the  air. 
And  next  a  welcome  glimpse  was  given. 
That  cheered  him  with  the  Ught  of  heaven* 

At  length  his  toil  had  won 
A  lofty  hall  with  trophies  dressed. 
Where,  as  to  greet  imperial  guest, 
Four  Maidens  stood,  whose  crimson  vest 

Was  bound  with  golden  zone. 


XXXV. 

Of  Europe  seemed  the  damsel^  all ; 
The  first  a  nymph  of  lively  Gaul, 
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Whose  easy  step  and  laughing  eye 
Her  borrowed  air  of  awe  belie ; 

The  next  a  maid  of  Spain^ 
Dark-eyed,  dark-haired,  sedate,  yet  bold ; 
White  ivory  skin  and  tress  of  gold, 
Her  shy  and  bashful  comrade  told 
For  daughter  of  Almaine. 
These  maidens  bore  a  royal  robe. 
With  crown,  with  sceptre,  and  with  globe, 

Emblems  of  empery ; 
The  fourth  a  space  behind  them  stood. 
And  leant  upon  a  harp,  in  mood 

Of  minstrel  ecstacy. 
Of  merry  England  she,  in  dress 
Like  ancient  British  druidess ; 
Her  hair  an  azure  fillet  bound. 
Her  graceful  vesture  swept  the  ground. 

And,  in  her  hand  display^, 
A  crown  did  that  fourth  Maiden  hold, 
But  unadorned  with  gems  and  gold. 
Of  glossy  laurel  made. 
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XXXVI. 

At  once  to  brave  De  Vaux  knelt  down 

These  foremost  Maidens  duree. 
And  proffered  sceptre,  robe,  and  crown, 

Liegedom  and  seignorie 
O'^er  many  a  region  wide  and  fair. 
Destined,  they  said,  for  Arthur's  heir ; 

But  homage  would  he  none :— • 
"  Rather,''  he  sfud,  "  De  Vaux  would  ride 
*^  A  Warden  of  the  Border-side, 
^^  In  plate  and  mail,  than,  robed  in  pride, 

^^  A  monarch's  empire  own  ; 
**  Rather,  far  rather,  would  he  be 
^^  A  free-bom  Knight  of  England  free, 

"  Than  sit  on  Despot's  throne." 
So  pass'd  he  on,  when  that  fourth  Maid, 

As  starting  from  a  trance. 
Upon  the  harp  her  finger  laid ; 
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Her  magic  touch  the  chords  obey'^d. 
Their  soul  awaked  at  once  ! 


SOK6  OF  THE  FOUBTH  MAIDEN. 

<<  Quake  to  your  foundations  deep, 
"  Stately  Towers,  and  bannered  Keep, 
^^  Bid  your  vaulted  echoes  moan, 
**  As  the  dreaded  step  they  own. 

ft 

^'  Fiends,  that  wait  on  Merlin^s. spell, 
^^  Hear  the  foot-fall !  mark  it  well ! 
Spread  your  dusky  wings  abroad, 
Boune  ye  for  your  homeward  road  I 


(( 


(( 


"  It  is  His,  the  first  who  e'er 

^'  Dared  the  dismal  Hal)  of  Fear ; 

^^  His,  who  hath  the  snares  defied 

"  Spread  by  Pleasure,  Wealth,  and  Pride. 


^^  Quake  to  your  foundations  deep, 
"  Bastion  huge,  and  Turret  steep ! 
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"  Tremble  Keep,  and  totter  Tower ! 
"  This  is  Gyneth'^s  waking  hour/ 


XXXVII. 

Thus  while  she  sung,  the  venturous  Knight 
Has  reached  a  bower,  where  milder  light 

Through  crimson  curtains  fell ; 
Such  soften'^d  shade  the  hill  receives, 
Her  purple  veil  when  twilight  leaves 

Upon  its  western  swell. 
That  bower,  the  gazer  to  bewitch, 
Had  wondrous  store  of  rare  and  rich 

As  e'er  was  seen  with  eye ; 
For  there  by  magic  skill,  I  wis, 
Form  of  each  thing  that  living  is 

Was  limned  in  proper  dye. 
All  seemed  to  sleep— the  timid  hare 
On  form,  the  stag  upon  his  lair. 
The  eagle  in  her  eyrie  fair 

Between  the  earth  and  sky* 
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But  what  of  pictured  rich  and  rare 
Could  win  De  Vaux^s  eye-glance,  where. 
Deep  slumbering  in  the  fatal  chair, 

He  saw  King  Arthur^s  child  ! 
Doubt,  and  anger,  and  dismay. 
From  her  brow  had  pass'^d  away. 
Forgot  was  that  fell  tourney-day. 

For,  as  she  slept,  she  smiled. 
It  seem'^d,  that  the  repentant  Seer 
Her  sleep  of  many  an  hundred  year 

With  gentle  dreams  beguiled. 

XXXVIII. 
That  form  of  maiden  loveliness, 

^Twixt  childhood  and  ^twixt  youth. 
That  ivory  chair,  that  sylvan  dress. 
The  arms  and  ancles  bare,  express 

Of  Lyulph^s  tale  the  truth. 
Still  upon  her  garmenf^s  hem 
Vanoc^s  blood  made  purple  gem, 

3 
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And  the  warder  of  command 
Cumbered  still  her  sleeping  hand ; 
Still  her  dark  locks  dishevelled  flow 
From  net  of  pearl  o^er  breiast  of  snow ; 
And  so  fair  the  slumberer  seems. 
That  De  Vaux  impeached  his  dreams, 
Vapid  all  and  void  of  might, 
Hiding  half  her  charms  from  sight. 
Motionless  a  while  he  stands. 
Folds  his  arms  and  clasps  his  hands. 
Trembling  in  his  fitful  joy, 
Doubtful  how  he  should  destroy 

Long-enduring  spdil ; 
Doubtful,  too,  when  slowly  rise 
Dark-fringed  lids  of  Gyneth'^s  eyes. 

What  these  eyes  shall  tell. 
"  St  George  !  St  Mary  I  can  it  be, 
"  That  they  will  kindly  look  on  me  T — 
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XXXIX. 

Gently,  lo !  the  Warrior  kneels, 
Soft  that  lovely  hand  he  steals. 
Soft  to  kiss,  and  soft  to  clasp- 
But  the  warder  leaves  her  grasp ; 

Lightning  fishes,  rolls  the  thunder  ' 
Gjmeth  startles  from  her  sleep. 
Totters  Tower,  and  trembles  Keep, 

Burst  the  Castle  walls  asunder ! 
Fierce  and  frequent  were  the  shocks, 

Melt  the  magic  halls  away 

But  beneath  their  mystic  rocks. 
In  the  arms  of  bold  De  Vaux, 

Safe  the  Princess  lay  ! 
Safe  and  free  from  magic  power. 
Blushing  like  the  rose's  flower 

Opening  to  the  day ; 
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And  round  the  Champion'^s  brows  were  bound 
The  crown  that  Druidess  had  wound, 
Of  the  green  laurel- bay. 
And  this  was  what  remain'^d  of  all 
The  wealth  of  each  enchanted  hall. 
The  Garland  and  the  Dame  : 
But  where  should  Warrior  seek  the  meed. 
Due  to  high  worth  for  daring  deed, 
Except  from  Love  and  Fame  ! 


[     306     ] 


CONCLUSION. 


I. 

Mr  LucT,  when  the  Maid  is  won. 

The  MinstrePs  tadc,  thou  know'^st,  is  done ; 

And  to  require  of  bard 
That  to  the  dregs  his  tale  should  run, 

Were  ordinance  too  hard. 
Our  lovers,  briefly  be  it  said, 
Wedded  as  lovers  wont  to  wed, 

When  tale  or  play  is  o^er ; 
Lived  long  and  blest,  loved  fond  and  true, 
And  saw  a  numerous  race  renew 

The  honours  that  they  bore. 

VOL.  X.  u 


4 
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Know,  too,  that  when  a  pilgrim  strays, 
Iii  morning  mist  or  evening  maze. 

Along  the  mountain  lone. 
That  fairy  fortress  often  mocks 
His  gaze  upon  the  castled  rocks 

Of  the  Valley  of  Saint  John ; 
But  never  man  since  brave  De  Vaux 

The  charmed  portal  won. 
'Tis  now  a  vain  illusive  show. 
That  melts  whenever  the  sunbeams  glow^ 

Or  the  fresh  breeze  bath  blown. 


II. 

But  see,  my  love,  where  far  below 
Our  lingering  wheels  are  moving  slow. 

The  whiles  up-gazing  still. 
Our  menials  eye  our  steepy  way. 
Marvelling,  perchance,  what  whim  can  stay 
Our  steps  when  eve  is  sinking  grey 

On  this  gigantic  hill.  • 
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So  think  thd  vulgar— Life  and  time 
Ring  all  their  joys  in  one  dull  chime 

Of  luxury  and  ease ; 
And,  O !  beside  these  simple  knaves. 
How  many  better  bom  are  slaves 

To  such  coarse  joys  as  these, 
Dead  to  the  nobler  sense  that  glows 
When  nature^s  grander  scenes  unclose  i 
But,  Lucy,  we  will  love  them  yet. 
The  mountain'^s  misty  coronet, 

The  greenwood  and  the  wold ; 
And  love  the  more,  that  of  their  maze 
Adventure  high  of  other  days 

By  ancient  bards  is  told, 
Brining,  perchance,  like  my  poor  Tale, 
Some  moral  truth  in  fiction^s  veil : 
Nor  love  them  less,  that  o'^er  the  hill 
The  evening  breeze,  as  now,  comes  chill  ;— 

My  love  shall  wrap  her  warm. 
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And,  fearless  of  the  al^ipefj  way, 
While  safe  ahe  trips  the  heathy  brae. 
Shall  hang  on  Arthur'^s  arm. 


THE  END  OF  TRIERMAIN. 


NOTES. 


NOTES. 


ec 


« 


« 
ec 


Like  Collins,  Ul-siarrd  namg! — P.  170. 1.  7. 
Collins,  according  to  Johnson,  ^^  by  indulging  some  pe- 
culiar habits  of  thought,  was  eminently  delighted  with  those 

"  flights  of  imagination  which  pass  the  bounds  of  iiature,  and 
to  which  the  mind  is  reconciled  only  by  a  passive  acqui- 

*'  escence  in  popular  traditions.  He  loved  fairies,  genii,  giants, 
imd  monsters ;  he  delighted  to  rove  through  the  meanders 
of  enchantment,  to  gaze  on  the  magnificence  of  golden  p&- 

'<  laces,  to  repose  by  the  water-falls  of  Elysian  gardens." 

The  Baron  of  Triermain,-^'?.  173. 1.  2. 
Triermain  was  a  fief  of  the  Barony  of  Gilsland,  in  Cum- 
berland ;  it  was  possessed  by  a  Saxon  family  at  the  time  of 
the  Conquest,  but,  "  after  the  death  of  Gilmore,  Lord  of 
"  Tryermaine  and  Torcrossock,  Hubert  Vaux  gave  Tryer- 
^^  maine  and  Torcrossock  to  his  second  son,  Ranulph  yaux> 


€€ 


cc 


<i 


« 
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"  which  Ranulph  afterwards  became  heir  to  his  elder  brother 

"  Robert^  the  founder  of  Lanercosty  who  died  without  issue. 
Ranulphy  being  Lord  of  all  Gilsland,  gave  Gilmore's  lands 
to  his  own  younger  son,  named  Roland^  and  let  the  Barony 

^  descend  to  his  eldest  son  Robert^  son  of  Ranulph.  Roland 
had  issue  Alexander^  and  he  Ranulph^  after  whom  succeed- 
ed Robert,  and  they  were  named  Rolands  successiyely,  that 

"  were  lords  thereof,  imtil  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Fourth. 
That  house  gave  for  arms.  Vert,  a  bend  dexter,  chequy  or 

and  gules." — ^Burn's  Antiquities  of  Westmoreland  and  Cum^ 

» 

berland,  vol.  IL  p,  482. 

This  branch  of  Vaux,.  with  its  isoUateral  ^liaObeS,  is  now 
represented  by  the  fiimily  of  Braddyl  of  Conishaad  Pri^, 
in  the  county  palatine  of  Lancaster;  fiir  it  appcsors  that 
y        about  the  time  abore^mentioned^  the  house  of  Tnermahi  was 
^"^ '  united  to  its  kindred  family  Vaux  of  Caterlen,^  «nd^  by  mar- 

riage with  the  heiress  of  Delamore  and  L^boi^urne^  became 
the  representative  of  those  ancient  and  noble  fknrriti^  ■  TOe 
male  line  failing  in  John  de  Vaux,  about  the  yeas  1665,  his 
daughter  and  heiress,  Mabel,  married  Christopher  Richmond, 
Esq.  of  Highhead  Castle,  in  the  county  of  Cumberland,  de- 
scended from  dn  ancient  family  of  that  name,  Loiids  of  Corby 
Castle,  in  the  same  county,  soom  after  the  Conquest,,  imd 
whidi  they  alienated  about  the  15th  of  Edward  the  Seednd, 
la  Andrea  de  Marcia,  Earl  of  Cctrlisle.  Of  this  fikmily  wiis  Sir 
Thomas  de  Raigemont,  (miles  aiiratus)  in  the  reign  of  King 
Edward  the  First,  who  appears  to  have  greaitly  distinguished 
himself  at  ^e  siege  of  Kaerlaveroc,  with  William  Baron  of 
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Jjeyboume^  In  m  ancieiit  heialdiQ  poem  now  eKtiiil»  and 
pte»6tv^  in  the  Btitirii  Mttseom^  ckscribiag  that  siege,  his 
anns^re  stated  to  be>:Oi^,S  Bars  Gemelles  Gviles>  and  a  Chief 
Or,  llie  aains^hoiitie  hy  his  descendants  tH  the  preaenfe  day. 
TItfeHiahpmnda  tediofed  to  Idieir  Castle  of  HigMiead  iadthe 
i^iga.of  ilenyy  the  Eq^hih,  whto  the  then  sepsesekitatLVe  of 
•ftie  fimily  manrfed  MaOEgaret^  daughter  of  Sir  Hng^  Lqwthelry 
by  the  I^dfJDorothjrde  Clifford,  only  child  hy  a- seeondmafii 
jiage  of  Hem^  liord  Oifford,  great  grandson  of  John  Lord 
£liflhsd,  hy  filizahedi  fieroy,  daughter  of  Henry  (sorlumed 
HotB|nii)vl»y  Efiaaheth  Moxtuner,  which  said  Elizabeth  was 
dAif^iter  of.  Edwaard  .Mortimer^  third  Ear)  of  Marche,  by 
Philippa,'  sole  daughter  and  hehess  of  Liond,  Duke  of  Cla^ 
lenae*  •..,..> 

The  thisdin  descent  from  the^abore-mentioned  John  Btch- 
numd,  becanm  the  reprea^tatiteof  the  families  of  Vaiix,  .of 
Trienaaln>  €ateribik,  andr  Torcrossoek,  by  his  marriage  with 
JMahel  lie'  Vaosc,  the  Jieiress  of  them.  .-  His  grandson  Henry 
Rtflfamioiid  died  without  issue,  leftyii^  fiye  sisters  oohehnesse^ 
kiar  of  whom  married  ;  but  Margaret,  who  married  ly^Bliam 
Gale,  Esq.  of  Whitehaven,  was  the  only  one  who  had  male 
issue  surviring.  She  had  a  son,  and  a  daughter  married  to 
Henry  Curwen  of  Workington,  Esq.,  who  represented  the 
county  of  Cumberland  for  many  years  in  Parliament,  and  by 
her  had  a  daughter,  married  to  John  Christian,  Esq.  (now 
Curwen.)  John,  son  and  heir  of  William  Gale,  married 
Sarah,  daughter  and  heiress  of  Christopher  Wilson  of  Bard-i 
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sea  Hall,  in  the  coanty  of  Lancaster,  by  Margaret,  aunt  and 
ooheiresB  of  Thomas  Bnddyl,  Esq.  of  Bnddyl,  and  Conis- 
head  Friory,  in  the  same  county,  and  had  issue  finir  sons  and 
two  daughters.  1st.  William  Wilson,  died  an  in&nt;  2d. 
Wilson,  who  upon  the  death  of  his  cousin,  Thomas  Braddyl, 
without  issue,  succeeded  to  his  estates,  and  took  the  name  of 
Braddyl,  in  pursuance  of  his  will,  by  the  King's  sign  manual ; 
3d.  William  died  young;  and,  4th.  Henry  Bidmiond,  a 
lieutenant-general  of  the  army,  married  Sarah,  daughter  of 
the  Rev.  R.  Baldwin;  Margaret  married  Richard  Greaves 
Townley,  Esq.  of  Fulboume,  in  the  county  of  Cambridge, 
and  of  Bellfiekl,  in  the  county  of  Lancaster  ;  Sarah  married 
to  Creorge  Bigland  of  Bigland  Hall,  in  the  same  county. 

Wilson  Braddyl,  eldest  son  of  John  Gale,  and  grandson  of 
Margaret  Richmond,  married  Jane,  daughter  and  heiress  of 
Matthias  Gale,  Esq.  of  Catgill  Hall,  in  the  county  of  Cum- 
berland, by  Jane,  daughter  and  heiress  of  the  Rev.  S.  Bennet, 
D.D. ;  and,  as  the  eldest  surviving  male  branch  of  the  fiimi- 
lies  above-mentioned,  he  quarters,  in  addition  to  his  own, 
their  paternal  coats  in  the  following  order,  as  appears  by  the 
records  in  the  College  of  Arms. 

1st,  Argent,  a  fess  azure,  between  3  saltiers  of  the  same, 
chained  with  an  anchor  between  2  lions  heads  erased,  or, — 
Gale. 

2d.  Or,  2  bars  gemelles  gules,  and  a  chief  or,-— Richmond. 

3d.  Or,  a  fess  cfaequey,  or  and  gules  between  9  gerbes  gules, 
— Vaux  of  Caterlen. 
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4ih.  Guks,  a  fess  chequey^  or  and  gules  between  6  gerbes 
or>-— Vaux  of  Torcrossock. 

5th.  *  Aj^nt,  a  bend  chequey^  or  and  gules^  for  Vaux  of 
Triannain. 

^tti.  Gules^  a  cross  patonce,  or^  Delamore. 

7th.  Giiles^  6  lions  rampant  argent,  3,  2,  and  1,  Ley- 
bourne,  f 

And  his  who  sleeps  at  Dunmailraise* — P.  178. 1.  4. 
Punmailraise  is  one  of  the  grand  passes  from  Cumberland 
into  Westmoreland.     It  takes  its  name  from  a  cairn,  or  pile 
of  stones,  erected,  it  is  said,  to  the  memory  of  Dunmail,  the 
last  King  of  Cumberland. 


'Penrith's  Table  Eound.-^-^.  179. 1.  7. 


A  circular  entrenchment,  about  half  a  mile  from  Penrith, 
is  thus  popularly  termed.  The  circle  within  the  ditch  is 
about  one  hundred  and  sixty  paces  in  circumference,  with 
openings,  or  approaches,  directly  opposite  to  each  other.  As 
the  ditch  is  on  the  inner  side,  it  could  not  be  intended  for  the 
purpose  of  defence,  and  it  has  reasonably  been  conjectured, 
that  ihe  indosure  was  designed  for  the  solemn  exercise  of 
feats  of  chivalry ;  and  the  embankment  around  fbr  the  conve- 
nience of  the  spectators. 


*  Not  vert,  as  stated  by  Burn. 

-|-  This  more  detailed  genealogy  of  the  family  of  Triermain,  was 
obligingly  sent  to  the  author^  by  Major  Braddyll  of  Conishead  Priory. 
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MaylmrgfCs  nunmd  and  ttonei  cf  power  ^^T*  179.'L  9i 
Higher  up  the  river  Eamonf  tbui  Artkui^s  Round  T^le, 
is  a  piodigioiis  indosiire  of  great  antiquity^  formed  by  a  eol- 
lectioii  of  stones  upon  ih»top  of  a  gently  sloping  biU^  esHed 
Mayburg^  In  the  plain  which  it  indoaes  there  stands  erect 
an  unhewn  stone  of  twdye  feet  in  height.  Twosdmikr 
msnncn  are  said  to  have  been  destroyed  during  the  memory 
of  man.  The  whole  appears  to  be  a  monument  of  CMdical 
times. 

Though  never  eun-heam  coM  discem 
The  surface  of  that  sable  tonh^P.  182. 1.  4,,  3. 
The  small  lake  called  Scales-tam  lies  so  deeply  embosomed 
in  the  recesses  of  the  huge  monntain  called  Saddlebadc,  more 
pObtically  (a^bunmara^  is  of  sodi  great  depti^  and  so^otan- 
pleiely  hidden  from  the  sun,  that  it  is  said  its  be%ms  never 
reach  it^  and  that  the  reflection  of  the  stars  may  be  seen  at 
mid-day. 


Tmtadgets  spear. ^¥.  190.  L.16. 


Tintadgel  Castle^  in  Cornwall,  is  reported  to  hare  bten  the 
birth-place  of  King  Ardiur. 

rrr^CaUbum  in  cumbrous  length^^V,  190.  L  18. 
This  was  the  name  of  King  Arthur's  well-known  sword, 
sometimes  also  called  Excalibar. 
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F^rom  Arthurs  hand  the  goblet  Jlew.^-T.  209. 1.  6. 
The  author  lias  an  in&tmct  reoottecdoii  of  aa  adyenture 
sontewhllt  shnilar  to' that  which  is^fad^  luicrilbed  to  King'  Ar- 
dmr/  having  be&Uen  one  oif  i&e  kneieht  £ingg  of  Denmark. 
Wd  horn  in  which  the  burning  liquor  was  presented  to  that 
i&dfiaxbh;  ti  sdd  sdll  to  be  piieserved  in  the  Royal  Mus^om 
lit  Copebhagen;  ^     - 


'>....»-,  -»./  *■ 


JVbr  i&wer  nor  donjon  could  he  $py, 
Dafkening"  dgain^  the  morning  «Afy.-— P.  S09.  L  17^  18. 
—"We  now  gained  a  view  of  the  Vale  of  St  John's^  a 
*'  very  narrowdell^  hemmed  in  by  mountains^  thrbu^  which 
"  a  small  brook  makes  many  meanderings^  wadiiiig  little'  in- 
"  closures  of  grass-ground^  which  stretch  up  the  rising  of  the 
*'  lulls.  In  the  widest  part  of 'the  dale  you  are  struck  with 
"  the  appearance  of  an  ancient  ruined  castle^  whidi  seems  to 
"  stand  upon  llie  summit  of  a  little  mount/ ihe  mountains 
"  around  forming  an  amphitheatre.  This  massive  bulwark 
"  shews  a  front  of  various  towers^  and  makes  an  awfiQ^  rude, 
"  and  Gothic  appearance^  with  its  lofty  turrets  and  ragged 
"  battlements ;  we  traced  the  galleries^  the  bending  arches^ 
'^  thie  buttresses.  The  greatest  anlaquiiy  standJs  diaivcterized 
"  in  its  ardii^ture ;  ihe  Inliahttants'  near  it  asbett  it  u  an 
"  aatediliivJlBi  sthuitiire. 
^'^  The  traveller's  curiosity  is  roused,  and  he  prepares  to 
make  a  nearer  approach,  when  that  cariosity  is  put  upon 
the  rack,  by  his  being  assured,  that,  if  he  advances,  certain 


t< 


« 


818        THE  BRIDAL  OF  TRIERMAIN. 


it 
« 

tc 
ef 
a 


genii  who  govern  the  plaoe^  by  virtue  of  their  supernatural 
art  and  necromancy,  will  strip  it  of  all  its  beauties,  and  by 
*^  enchantment,  tranafiirm  the  magic  walls.  The  vale  seems 
''  adapted  for  the  habitation  of  such  bdngs ;  its  gloomy  re- 
'^  cesses  and  retirements  look  like  haunts  of  evil  spirits.  There 
'^  was  no  delusion  in  the  report ;  we  were  soon  convinced  of 
^'  its  truth ;  for  this  piece  of  antiquity,  so  venerable  and  noble 
in  its  aspect,  as  we  drew  near  changed  its  figure,  and  proved 
no  other  than  a  shaken  massive  pile  of  rocks,  which  stand 
in  the  midst  of  this  little  vale,  disunited  from  the  adjoin- 
ing mountains,  and  have  so  much  the  real  form  and  resem- 
blance of  a  castle,  that  they  bear  the  name  of  the  Castle 
'<  Rocks  of  St  John."-^Hc7TCuiNSON's  Excursion  to  the 
Lakes,  p.  121. 

The  Saxons  to  subjection  brought^^V.  210.  L  10. 
Arthur  is  said  to  have  defeated  the  Saxons  in  twelve  pitch- 
ed battles,  and  to  have  achieved  the  other  feats  alluded  to  in 
the  text 

There  MoroU  of  the  iron  mace,  &c.— P.  212.  1.  17. 
The  characters  named  in  the  following  stanza  are  all  of 
them  more  or  less  distinguished  in  the  romances  which  treat 
of  King  Arthur  and  his  Round  Table,  and  their  names  are 
strung  together  according  to  the  established  custom  of  min- 
strels upon  such  occasions ;  for  example,  in  the  ballad  of  the 
Marriage  of  Sir  GaWaine : 
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Sir  Lancelot,  Sir  Stephen  bolde. 

They  rode  with  them  that  daye. 
And,  foremost  of  the  companye, 

There  rode  the  stewarde  Kaye. 

Soe  did  Sir  Banier,  and  Sir  Bore, 

And  eke  Sir  Garratte  keen. 
Sir  Tristram  too,  that  gentle  knight. 

To  the  forest  fresh  and  greene. 

And  Lancelot,  that  evermore 
LocHed  stoVn-'Wtse  on  the  Queen.— P.  913.  1.  10,  11. 

Upon  this  delicate  subject  hear  Richard  Robinson,  citizen 
of  London,  in  his  Assertion  of  King  Arthur : 

But  as  it  is  a  thing  sufficiently  apparent  that  she  (Guen- 

ever,  wife  of  King  Arthur),  was  beautiful,  so  it  is  a  thing 
'*  doubted  whether  she  was  chaste,  yea  or  no.  Truly,  so  far 
^^  as  I  can  with  honestie,  I  would  spare  the  impayred  honour 
^'  and  fame  of  noble  women.  But  yet  the  truth  of  the  his- 
"  torie  pluckes  me  by  the  eare,  and  willeth  not  onely,  but 
*'  commandeth  me  to  declare  what  the  ancients  have  deemed 
"  of  her.  To  wrestle  or  contend  with  so  great  authoritie  were 
"  indeede  unto  me  a  controversie,  and  that  greate." — Asser-^ 
iion  of  King  Arthure.  Imprinted  by  John  Wolfe,  London, 
1582. 

There  were  two  who  loved  their  neighbours*  wives, 
And  one  who  loved  his  own. — P.  218. 1.  9,  10. 
*'  In  our  forgathers'  tyme,  when  papistrie,  as  a  standyng 
"  poole,  covered  and  overflowed  all  England,  fewe  books  were 
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'^  read  in  our  tongae,  nvyiiig  certaiiie  bookesof  chevalri^as 
^^  they  Baid^  finr  pasthne  and  pleasure ;  whidi^  as  some  say^ 
''  were  made  in  the  moDasterieSy  l^  idle  monks  or  wanton 
"  chanons.  As  <»ie  for  example^  La  Morte  dtArihure  ;  the 
whole  pleasnie  of  whieh  book  standeth  in  two  special! 
poyntSy  in  open  man-dan^^ter  and  bold  bawdrye  ;  in  which 
booke  they  be  counted  the  noblest  knig^tes  that  do  kill 
most  men  without  any  quandl^  and  eommit  ftwkst  adonl- 
teries  by  sutlest  diiftes ;  as  Sir  Ijtunoelot,  with  the  wife  rf 
Cng  iUrthur^  his  matter ;  Sir  Tfiatnan^  wath  die  wife  of 
King  Marke,  his  unde;  Sir  I^ameniflkej;  with  ifae  wifi  of 
'^  King  Lotef  that  was  his  own  aimt»  ISus  is  good  stofle  for 
^^  wise  men  to  laugh  aij  or  honest  men  to  take  pBanqie  at, 
*^  yet  I  knoir  when Gjod's  Bible  waabaaiafaed  t^ doiirt^  and 
*'  La  Mofte  jd' Artbnre  roDeived  into  tba  prince's  chambor.'^^— 
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Who  vKmtheeup  qfgoldr^T.  218.  L  13,  14. 
See  the  ocmic  tale  of  The  Boy  and  the  Mantle^  in  the  third 
volume  of  Perey's  ReUques  of  Ancient  Poetry,  from  the  Bre- 
ton or  Norman  original  of  which  Ariosto  is  supposed  to  faav6 
taken  his  Tale  of  the  Enchanted  Cup. 
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iVelcome,  grave  Stranger,  to  our  green  retreats, 
Where  health  with  exercise  and  freedom  meets  ! 
Thrice  welcome.  Sage,  whose  philosophic  plan 
By  Nature^s  limits  metes  the  rights  of  man ; 
Grenerou^  as  he,  who  now  for  freedom  bawls, 
Now  gives  full  value  for  true  Indian  shawls ; 
O'er  court,  o'er  custom-house,  his  shoe  who  flings, 
Now  bilks  excisemen,  and  now  bullies  kings. 
Like  his,  I  ween,  thy  comprehensive  mind 
Molds  laws  as  mouse-traps  baited  for  mankind ; 
Thine  eye,  applausive,  each  sly  vermin  sees, 
That  baulks  the  snare,  yet  battens  on  the  cheese ; 
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Tbii\e  ear  has  heard,  with  scorn  instead  of  awe. 
Our  buckskinM  justices  expound  the  law, 
Wire-draw  the  acts  that  fix  for  wires  the  pain. 
And  for  the  netted  partridge  noose  the  swain ; 
And  thy  vindictive  arm  would  fain  have  broke 
The  last  light  fetter  of  the  feudal  yoke, 
To  give  the  denizens  of  wood  and  wild, 
Nature^s  free  race,  to  each  her  free-born  child. 
Hence  hast  thou  mark'^d,  with  grief,  fair  London's  race 
Mocked  with  the  boon  of  one  poor  Easter  chacc. 
And  longed  to  send  them  forth  as  free  as  when 
Poured  o'er  Chantilly  the  Parisian  train, 
TPIien  musket,  pistol,  blunderbuss,  combined, 
And  scarce  the  field-pieces  were  left  behind ! 
A  squadron's  charge  each  leveret's  heart  dismay'd, 
On  every  covey  fired  a  bold  brigade ; 
La  douce  hunianUi  fipproved  the  sport. 
For  great  the  alarm  indeed,  yet  small  the  hurt ; 
Shouts  patriotic  solemnized  the  day. 
And  Sein^  re-echo'd  Vive  la  LiberU ! 
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But  mad  CUoyen,  meek  Monsieur  again, 
With  some  few  added  links  resumes  his  chain ; 
Then  since  such  scenes  to  France  no  more  are  known, 
Come,  view  with  me  a  hero  of  thine  own  ! 
One,  whose  free  actions  vindicate  the  cause 
Of  sylvan  liberty  o'er  feudal  laws* 

Seek  we  yon  glades,  where  the  proud  oak  overtops 
Wide-waving  seas  of  birch  and  hazel  copse. 
Leaving,  between,  deserted  isles  of  land. 
Where  stunted  heath  is  patched  with  ruddy  sand. 
And  lonely  on  the  waste  the  yew  is  seen. 
Or  straggling  hollies  spread  a  brighter  green. 
Here,  little  worn,  and  winding  dark  and  steep. 
Our  scarce-marked  path  descends  yon  dingle  deep : 
Follow— but  heedful,  cautious  of  a  trip, — 
In  earthly  mire  philosophy  may  slip. 
Step  slow  and  wary  o^er  that  swampy  stream. 
Till,  guided  by  the  charcoal's  smothering  steam, 
We  reach  the  frail  yet  barricaded  door 
Of  hovel,  formM  for  poorest  of  the  poor. 
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No  hearth  the  fire,  no  vent  the  smoke  receives, 
The  walls  are  wattles,  and  the  covering  leaves ; 
For,  if  such  hut,  our  forest  statutes  say, 
Rise  in  the  progress  of  one  night  and  day, 
(Though  placed  where  still  the  Conqueror^s  hests 

o'erawe. 
And  his  son^s  stirrup  shines  the  badge  of  law,) 
The  builder  claims  the  unenviable  boon. 
To  tenant  dwelling,  framed  as  slight  and  soon 
As  wigwam  wild,  that  shrouds  the  native  frore 
On  the  bleak  coast  of  frost-barred  Labrador,* 


Approach,  and  through  the  unlatticed  window 
peep — 
Nay,  shrink  not  back,  the  inmate  is  asleep  ; 


*  Such  is  the  law  in  the  New  Forest,  Hampshire ;  tending  greatly  to 
increase  the  various  settlements  of  thieves,  smugglers,  and  deer- stealers, 
who  infest  it.  In  the  forest-courts  the  presiding  judge  wears,  as  a  badge 
of  office,  an  antique  stirrup,  said  to  have  been  that  of  William  Rufus. 
See  Mr  William  Rose's  spirited  poem,  entided,  «<  The  Red  King.** 
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Sunk  ^mid  yon  sordid  blankets,  till  the  sun 
Stoop  to  the  west,  the  plunderer'^s  toils  are  done. 
Loaded  and  primed,  and  prompt  for  desperate  hand. 
Rifle  and  fowling-piece  beside  him  stand. 
While  round  the  hut  are  in  disorder  laid 
The  tools  and  booty  of  his  lawless  trade ; 
For  force  or  fraud,  resistance  or  escape. 
The  crow,  the  saw,  the  bludgeon,  and  the  crape. 
His  pilferM  powder  in  yon  nook  he  hoards. 
And  the  filch'^d  lead  the  churcHVtoof  afibrds-*- 
(Hence  shall  the  rector's  congregation  fret. 
That,  while  his  sermon'^s  dry,  his  walls  are  wet.) 
The  fldi-spear  barbM,  the  sweeping  net,  are  there, 
Doe-hides,  and  pheasant  plumes,  and  skins  of  hare. 
Cordage  for  toils,  and  wiring  for  the  snare# 
Bartered  for  game,  from  chace  or  warren  won. 
Yon  cask  holds  moon-light,*  run  when  moon  was 
none ; 

*  A  cant  name  for  smitggletl  spirits. 
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And  late-snatch^'d  spoils  lie  stowM  in  hutch  apart, 
To  wait  the  associate  higgler^s  evening  cart 

Look  on  his  pallet  foul,  and  mark  his  rest : 
What  scenes  perturbed  are  acting  in  his  breast ! 
His  sable  brow  is  wet  and  wrung  with  pain, 
And  his  dilated  nostril  toils  in  vain. 
For  short  and  scant  the  breath  each  eiFort  draws. 
And  ''twixt  each  effort  Nature  claims  a  pause. 
Beyond  the  loose  and  sable  neck-doth  stretched, 
His  sinewy  throat  seems  by  convulsions  twitched, 
While  the.  tongue  faulters,  as  to  utterance  loth, 
Sounds 'of  dire  import— watch-word,  threat,  and  oath. 
Though,  stupified  by  toil  and  drugg'^d  with  gin, 
The  body  sleep,  the  restless  guest  within 
Now  plies  on  wood  and  wold  his  lawless  trade, 
Now  in  the  fangs  of  justice  wakes  dismay'^d. — 

^*  Was  that  wild  start  of  terror  and  despair, 
'^  Those  bursUng  eye-balls,  and  that  wilder^d  air, 
"  Signs  of  compunction  for  a  murder'^d  hare  ? 
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"  Do  the  locks  bristle  and  the  eye-brows  arch, 
"  For  grouse  or  partridge  massacred  in  March  ?'' 

No,  scoffer,  no  !  Attend,  and  mark  with  awe, 
There  is  no  wicket  in  the  gate  of  law  ! 
He,  that  would  e^er  so  slightly  set  ajar 
That  awful  portal,  must  undo  each  bar ; 
Tempting  occasion,  habit,  passion,  pride. 
Will  join  to  storm  the  breach,  and  force  the  barrier 
wide. 


That  ruffian,  whom  true  men  avoid  and  dread, 
Whom  bruisers,  poachers,  smugglers,  call  Black  Ned, 
Was  Edward  Mansell  once  ;-^the  lightest  heart. 
That  ever  play'd  on  holiday  his  part ! 
The  leader  he  in  every  Christmas  game. 
The  harvest-feast  grew  blither  when  he  came. 
And  liveliest  on  the  chords  the  bow  did  glance. 
When  Edward  named  the  tune  and  led  the  dance. 
Kind  was  his  heart,  his  passions  quick  and  strong. 
Hearty  his  laugh,  and  jovial  was  his  song ; 
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And  if  he  loved  a  gun,  his  father  swore, 

<^  ^Twas  but  a  trick  of  youth  would  soon  be  o'er, 

*<  Himself  had  done  the  same  some  thirty  years  before.^ 

» 

But  he,  whose  humours  spurn  law^s  awiiil  yoke, 
Must  herd  with  those  by  whom  law^s  bonds  are  broke. 
The  common  dread  of  justice  soon  allies 
The  down,  who  robs  the  warren  or  excise. 
With  sterner  felons  trained  to  act  more  dread, 
Even  with  the  wretch  by  whom  his  fellaw  bled. 
Then, — as  in  plagues  the  foul  contagions  pass. 
Leavening  and  festering  the  corrupted  mass,— 
Guilt  leagues  with  guilt,  while  mutual  motives  draw, 
Their  hope  impunity,  their  fear  the  law, 
Their  foes,  their  friends,  their  rendezvous  the  same ; 
Till  the  revenue  baulked,  or  pilfered  game. 
Flesh  the  young  culprit,  and  example  leads 
To  darker  villiuny,  and  direr  deeds. 

Wild  howPd  the  wind  the  forest  glades  along, 
And  oft  the  owl  renewed  her  dismal  song ; 
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Around  the  spot  where  erst  he  felt  the  wound, 
Red  William'^s  spectre  walk'^d  his  midnight  round. 
When  o^er  the  swamp  he  cast  his  blighting  look, 
From  the  green  marshes  of  the  stagnant  brook 
The  bittem^s  sullei^  shout  the  sedges  shook  ! 
The  wading  moon,  with  storm-presaging  gleam, 
Now  gave  and  noW  withheld  her  doubtful  beam ; 
The  old  Oak  stooped  his  arms^  then  flung  them  high. 
Bellowing  and  groaning  to  the  troubled  sky— • 
^Twas  then,  that,  couched  amid  the  brushwood  sere. 
In  Malwood-walk  young  Mansell  watched  the  deer : 
The  fattest  buck  received  his  deadly  shot — 
The  watchful  keeper  heard,  and  sought  the  spot. 
Stout  were  their  hearts,  and  stubborn  was  their  strife, — 
Cerpower'd  at  length,  the  Outlaw  drew  his  knife ! 
Next  mom  a  corpse  was  found  upon  the  fell— 
The  rest  his  waking  agony  may  tell ! 


[     33S     ] 


SONG. 


Oh,  say  not,  my  love,  with  that  mortified  air. 
That  your  spring-time  of  pleasure  is  flown. 

Nor  bid  me  to  maids  that  are  younger  repair. 
For  those  raptures  that  Ml  are  thine  own. 

Though  April  his  temples  may  wreathe  with  the  vine, 

Its  tendrils  in  infancy  curl'd, 
^is  the  ardour  of  August  matures  us  the  wine 

Whose  life-blood  enlivens  the  world. 


Though  thy  form,  that  was  fashion'^d  as  light  as  a  fayX 
Has  assumed  a  proportion  more  round. 

And  thy  glance,  that  was  bright  as  a  falcon^s  at  gaze, 
Looks  soberly  now  on  the  ground, — 


i 
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Enough,  after  absence  to  meet  me  again. 

Thy  steps  still  with  ecstacy  move ; 
Enough,  that  those  dear  sober  glances  retain 

For  ma  the  kind  language  of  love ! 
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introduction; 

Thebe  is  a  mood  of  mind  we  all  have  known, 
On  drowsy  eye,  or  dark  and  lowering  day. 

When  the  tired  spirits  lose  their  sprightly  tone. 
And  nought  can  chase  the  lingering  hours  away. 

Dull  on  our  soul  falls  Fancy^s  dazzling  ray. 
And  Wisdom  holds  his  steadier  torch  in  vain. 

Obscured  the  painting  seems,  mistimed  the  lay. 
Nor  dare  we  of  our  listless  load  complain. 

For  who  for  sympathy  may  seek  that  cannot  tell  of 
pain? 

VOL.  X.  Y 
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The  jolly  sportsman  knows  such  drearihood, 

When  bursts  in  deluge  the  autumnal  nun. 
Clouding  that  mom  which  threats  the  heath.4X)ck\i 
brood;    . 

Of  such,  in  summer^s  drought,  the  anglers  plain. 
Who  hope  the  soft  mild  southern  shower  in  vain ; 

But,  more  than  all,  the  discontented  fair. 
Whom  father  stem,  and  sterner  aunt,  restrain 

From  county-ball,  or  race  occurring  rare. 
While  all  her  Mends  around  thdr  vestments  gay  prepare. 

Ennui !— <^,  as  our  raothen  caUM  thee.  Spleen  I 

To  thee  we  owe  full  many  a  rare  device  ;— 
Thine  is  the  sheaf  of  painted  cards,  I  ween, 

The  rolling  biIHard.balI,  the  ratthng  dice. 
The  turning  lathe  for  framing  gimcrack  nice ; 

Tlie  amateur's  blotched  pallet  thou  mayV  claim. 
Retort,  and  airpump,  threatening  frogs  and  mice, 

(Murders  disguised  by  philosophic  name,) 
And  much  of  trifling  grave,  and  much  of  buKom  game. 


SS9 

Then  of  tim  boak%  to  catch  thy  drofiMy  gittioe 

CSompilcd,  wbtH  bard  th0  catdofw  majF  qaote  i 
Playsy  poems,  nofris^  never  nad  bat  once  v--^ 

But  not  ef  aueb  tfae  tale  Mt  Edgeworth  wrote, 
That  bears  thy  name,  and  is  diuie  antidote; 

And  not  qf  sndi  tbe  sdndn  aoj  Thomson  snng, 
Delicious  dreams  insfttring  by  his  note, 

What  time  to  Indoknce  his  harp  be  strung;— 
Ok  I  ni%;ht  my  lay  beraakVI  that  happier  list  among ! 

Each  hath  his  oefuge  whom  thy  cares  asiuL 

For  m^  I  love  my  study-fire  to  trim. 
And  oon  right  vacantly  some  idle  tal^ 

Displaying  on  the  couch  each  listless  fimb^ 
Till  cm  the  drowsy  page  the  lights  grow  dim. 

And  doubtful  slnmber  half  suppliea  the  theme ; 
While  antique  shapes  of  knight  and  giant  grim, 

Damsel  and  dwarf,  in  long  procesnon  gleam. 
And  the  Romancer*s  tale  becomes  the  Beader^s  dream. 

13 
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^Tis  tbus  my  malady  L  well'may  bear, 

Albeit  outstzetah'd^ like  Pope^sown  Paridel, 
Upon  the  rack  at-  a  too-^asy-chair ; 

And  find,  to  cheat  the  time^  a  powerful  spell 
In  old  romaunts'  of  errantiy'that  tell. 

Or  later  legends  of  the  Faiiy-dbUc^ 
Or  oriental  tale  of  •  Afrite  fell,      * 

Of  Genii,  Talisman^  and'broad^wing^d  Roc, 
Though  taiste  may  blush  andfiN>wn,  and  sobcsr  reason  mbck. 


Oft  at  such  season,  too,  will  rhymes  unsought 

Arrange  themselves  in  some  romantic  lay ; 
The  which,  as' things  unfitting  graver  thought, 

Are  burnt  or  blotted- on  soine  wiser  day.-— 
These  few  surviTe— ^md,  proudly  let  me  say, 

Court  not  the  critic's  smile,  nor  dread  his  frown ; 
They  welLmay  serve  to  while  an  hour  away. 

Nor  does  the  vcJume  ask  for  'more  renown, 
Thah>  Ennuis  yawning  smile,  what  time  she  drops  it 
down. 
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CANTO  FIRST. 


I. 

List  to  the  valorous  deeds  that  were  d<nie 

By  Harold  the  Dauntless,  Count  Witikind's  son ! 

Count  Witikind  came  of  a  regal  strain^ 
And  roved  with  his  Norsemen  the  land  and  the  main. 
Woe  to  the  realms  which  he  coasted !  tar  there 
Was  shedding  of  blood,  and  rending  of  hair. 
Rape  of  maiden,  and  slaughter  of  priest. 
Gathering  of  ravens  and  wolves  to  the  feast : 
When  he  hoisted  his  standard  black, 
Before  him  was  battle,  behind  him  wrack. 
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And  he  burn'd  the  churches,  that  heathen  Dane, 
To  light  his  band  to  thdr  barks  again. 

II, 

On  Erin^s  shores  was  his  outrage  known, 
The  winds  of  France  had  his  banners  blown ; 
Little  was  there  to  plunder,  yet  still 
His  pirates  had  forayed  on  Scottish  hill : 
But  upon  merry  England'^s  coast 
More  frequent  he  sailed,  for  he  won  the  most. 
So  wide  and  so  far  his  ravage  they  knew, 
If  a  sail  but  gleamM  white  Against  the  welkin  blue, 
Trumpet  and  bugle  to  arms  did  call. 
Burghers  hasten'*d  to  man  the  wall. 
Peasants  fled  inland  his  fury  to  *scape. 
Beacons  were  lighted  on  headland  and  cape. 
Bells  were  toll'*d  out,  and  aye  as  they  rung. 
Fearful  and  faintly  the  grey  brothef  s  sung, 
.  '**  Bless  us,  St  Mary,  from  flood  and  from  fire, 
^^  From  famine  and  pest,  and  Count  Witikind's  ire  P— 
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III. 

He  likod  the  wealth  of  £air  England  so  well, - 

That  he  sought  in  her  bosom  as  native  to.  dwell. 

He  entered  the  Humber  in  fearful  hour. 

And  disembarked  with  his  Danish  power. 

Three  Earls  came  against  him  with  all  their  tram,-** . 

Two  hath  he  takafi,  and  one  hath  he  slain. 

Count  Witikind  left  the  Humberts  rich  strand. 

And  he  wasted  and  warred  in  Northumberland. 

But  the  Saxon  King  was  a  me  in  age. 

Weak  in  battle,  in  council  sage ; 

Peace  of  that  heathen  leader  he  sought. 

Gifts  he  gave,  and  quiet  he  bought ; 

And  the  Count  took  upon  him  the  peaceable  stile, 

Of  a  vassal  and  liegeman  of  iBritai|[i''sl)road  isle. 


IV. 

Time  will  rust  the  sharpest  sword. 
Time  will  consume  th^  strongest  cord  ; 
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That  which  moulders  hemp  and  steel, 
M<Hrtal  arm  end  nenre  must  feel. 
Of  the  Daniflh  bond^  whom  Count  Witikiiid  led. 
Many  wax^d  aged^  and  many  were  dead ; 
Hunself  found  his  armoor  full  wraghty  to  faear^ 
Wrinkled  his  brows  grew,  and  hoary  hb  hair ; 
He  leaned  on  a  staff,  when  his  step  went  dbrood. 
And  patient  his  palfrey,  when  steed  he  bestrode. 
As  he  grew  feeUer,  his  wildness  ceased. 
He  made  himself  peace  with  prelate  and  priest. 
Made  his  peace,  and,  stooping  his  head. 
Patiently  listed  the  counsel  they  said : 
Saint  Cuthbert^s  Bishop  was  holy  and  grave, 
Wise  and  good  was  the  council  he  gave* 


V. 
^^  Thou  hast  murderM,  robbM,  and  spoiled, 
^^  Time  it  is  thy  poor  soul  were  assoiPd ; 
^^  Priest  did^st  thou  slay,  and  churches  burn, 
^^  Time  it  is  now  to  repentance  to  turn ; 
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<c 


a 


Fiends  heat  thou  woMlnpp^d,  With  fiendish  rite. 
Leave  now  the  daikiiess,  and  wend  into  light : 
'^  O  !  while  life  and  spaee  ane  given, 
<<  Turn  thee  yet,  and  think  nf  Heaven  T 
That  stem  old  heathen  his  head  he  ndaed, 
And  on  die  good  prelate  he  stedf astly  gaaed ; 
^^  Give  me  broad  hucids  on  the  Wear  and  the  Tyne^ 
^^  My  £nth  I  will  leave,  and  Til  cleave  unto  thine.^— 

VI. 

Broad  lands  he  gave  him  on  Tyne  and  Weiur, 
To  be  held  of  the  churdh  by  bridle  and  spear ; 
Part  of  M<xikwearmonth,  of  Tynedale  port, 
To  better  faia  will,  and  to  soften  his  heart : 
Count  Witildnd  waa  a  joyful  man. 
Less  for  the  faith  than  the  lands  that  he  wan. 
The  high  church  of  Durham  is  dressed  for  the  day, 
The  clergy  are  ranked  in  th^r  scdemn  array ; 
There  came  the  Count,  in  a  bear-skin  warm, 
Leaning  <hi  Hilda  his  concubine's  arm  * 
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He  kneel  d  before  Saint  Cuthbert^s  shrine. 
With  patience  unwonted  at  rites  divine ; 
He  abjured  the  gods  pf  heathen  race. 
And  he  bent  his  head  at  the  fontof  grace. 
But  such  was  the  griesly  old  pioselyte^s  look. 
That  the  priest  who  baptized  him  grewpale  and  shook; 
And  the  xAd  monks  muttered  beneath  their  hood, 
'^  Of  a  st^n  so  stubborn  can  pever  spring  goodr«»- 

VII. 

Up  then  arose  that  grim  convertite. 

Homeward  he  hied  him  when  ended  the  rite ; 

The  prelate  in  honour  will  with  him  ride, 

And  feast  in  his  castle  on  Tyne^s  fair  side. 

Banners  and  banderols  danced  in  the  wind. 

Monks  rode  before  them,  and  spearmen  behind ; 
Onward  they  passed,  till  fairly  did  shine 

Pennon  and  cross  on  the  bosom  of  Tyne ; 

And  full  in  front  did  that  fortress  jour. 

In  darksome  strength  with  its  buttress  and  tower : 
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At  the  castle-gate  was  young  Harold  there, 
Count  Witikind's  only  ofiPispring  and  heir. 

VIIL 

Young  Harold  was  fear'd  for  his  hardihood, 

His  strength  of  frame,  and  his  fury  of  mood. 

Rude  he  was  and  wild  to  behold. 

Wore  neither  collar  nor  bracelet  of  gold. 

Cap  of  vair  nor  rich  array. 

Such  as  should  grace  that  festal  day : 

His  doublet  of  bull'^s  hide  was  all  unbraced. 

Uncovered  his  head,  and  his  sandal  unlaced : 

His  shaggy  black  locks  on  his  birow  hung  low. 

And  his  eyes  glanced  through  them  a  swarthy  glow ; 

A  Danish  club  in  his  hand  he  bore. 

The  spikes  were  clotted  with  recent  gore ; 

At  his  back  a  she-wolf,  and  her  wolf^ubs  twain, 

In  the  dangerous  chase  that  morning  slain. 

Rude  was  the  greeting  his  father  he  made. 

None  to  the  Bishop,-— while  thus  he  said : — 
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IX. 

«  What  priest-led  hypocrite  art  thou, 

"  With  thy  humbled  look  and  thy  monkish  brow, 

"  Like  a  shaTeling  who  stucUes  to  cheat  Ins  tow  ? 

"  Can'st  thou  be  Witikind  the  Waster  known, 

"  Royal  Eric's  fearless  scm, 

"  Haughty  Gontulda's  haughtier  lord, 

"  Who  won  his  hride  by  tbe  axe  and  sword ; 

**  From  the  shrine  of  St  Peter  the  chalice  who  tare, 

"  And  melted  to  bracelets  for  Freya  and  Tbor ; 

*'  With  one  Uow  of  his  gauntlet  wbo  bant  tbe  skull, 

"  Before  Odin's  sttHie,  of  (he  Mountain  Bull  P 

*'ThenyewwdiippM  withritesthat  to  war-gods  bekmg, 

**  With  the  deed  of  the  branre,  and  tiie  Uow  of  the  stnHig ; 

''  And  now,  in  thine  age  to  dotage  sunk, 

**  Wilt  thou  patter  thy  crimes  to  a  shaven  monk, 

"  Lay  down  thy  inul-ehirt  for  clothing  of  hair, 

"  Fasting  and  scourge,  like  a  slave,  wilt  thou  bear  i 


\ 
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<^  Or,  at  best,  be  admitted  in  dothful  bower 

<'  To  batten  with  priest  and  with  paramour  ? 

'^  Oh  !  out  upon  thine  endless  shame ! 

^<  Each  Scald^s  high  harp  shaD  blast  thy  fame, 

^'  And  thy  son  will  refuse  thee  a  father^s  name  T*— 


X. 

Ireful  wax^d  old  Witikind^s  look, 
His  faultering  vmce  with  fuiy  shook  ;•— 
^'  Hear  me,  Harold  of  hardened  heart ! 
^^  Stubborn  and  wilful  ever  thou  wert. 
*^  Thine  outrage  insane  I  command  thee  to  cease, 
^^  Fear  my  wrath  and  remain  at  peace  :«»* 
^^  Just  is  the  debt  of  repentance  IVe  paid, 
^<  Richly  the  church  has  a  recompence  made, 
^  And  tbetruthofhar doctrines  I  prove  with  myblade. 
^'  But  reckoning  to  none  of  my  actions  I  owe, 
^^  And  least  to  my  son  such  aocoanting  will  show. 
Why  speak  I  to  thee  of  repentance  or  truth. 
Who  ne'er  from  thy  childhood  knew  reason  or  ruth? 


4C 
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'^  Hence  !  to  the  wolf  and  the  bear  in  her  den ; 
<^  These  are  thy  mates,  and  not  rational  men.^— 


XI, 

Grimly  smiled  Harold,  and  coldly  replied, 
<<  We  must  honour  our  sires,  if  we  fear  when  they  chide. 
*^  For  me,  I  am  yet  what  thy  lessons  have  made, 
<<  I  was  rocked  in  a  buckler  and  fed  from  a  blade ; 
^'  An  infant,  was  taught  to  dasp  hands  and  to  riiout, 
<c  From  the  roofs  of  the  tower  when  the  fiame  had 

* 

broke  out ; 
^^  In  the  blood  of  slain  foemen  my  finger  to  dip, 
^^  And  tinge  with  its  purple  my<;heek  and.  my  lip.-^ 
'^  ^Tis  thou  know^st  not  truths  that  hast  barter'^d  in  eld, 
^^  For  a  price,  the  brave  faith  that  thine  ancestors  held. 
^^  When  this  wolf,**^— and  the  carcase  he  flung  on  the 

plain,— 
<^  Shall  awake  and  give  food  to  her  nurselings  again, 
<^  The  face  of  his  father  will  Harold  review ; 
"  Till  then,  aged  Heathen,  young  Christian,  adieu !"— 
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XII. 
Priest,  monk,  and  prelate  stood  aghast,  ^ 
As  through  the  pageant  the  heathen  passed. 
A  crosS'bearet  out  of  his  saddle  he  flung^ 
Laid  his  hand  on  the  pommel,  and  into  it  sprung  ;^ 
Loud  was  the  ihriek,  and  deep  the  groan, 
When  the  holy  agn  on  the  earth  was  throwti  1 
The  fierto  old  Count  unsheathed  his  brand, 
But  the  calmer  Prelate  stayed  his  hand ; 
"  Let  him  pass  free  l-^Heaven  knows  its  hour, — 
"  But  he  must  own  repentanoe^s  power, 
'^  Prtiy  and  weep,  and  penance  bear, 
"  Ere  he  hold  land  by  the  Tyne  and  the  Wear.*"-— 
Thus  in  scorn  and  in  wrath  from  his  father  is  gone 
Young  Harold  the  Dauntless,  Count  WitikindT's  son. 

XIII. 
High  was  the  feasting  in  Witikind's  hall, 
RevelFd  priests,  soldiers,  and  pagans;  and  all ; 

VOL*  X.  z 
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And  e^en  the  good  Bishop  was  fain  to  endure 
The  scandal,  which  time  and  instruction  might  cure : 
It  were  dangerous,  he  deemM,  at  the  first  to  restrain 
In  his  wine  and  his  wassail,  a  half-christened  Dane. 
The  mead  flow'^d  around,  and  the  ale  was  drain'^d  dry, 
Wild  was  the  laughter,  the  song,  and  the  cry ; 
With  Kyrie  Eleisen,  came  clamorously  in 
The  war^songs  of  Danesman,  Norweyan,  and  Finn, 
Till  man  after  man  the  contention  gave  o^er. 
Outstretched  on  the  rushes  that  strewed  the  hall  floor ; 
And  the  tempest  within,  haying  ceased  its  wild  rout, 
Gave  place  to  the  tempest  that  thundered  without 


XIV. 
Apart  from  the  wassail,  in  turret  alone, 
Lay  flaxen-haired  Gunnar,  old  Ermengardees  son ; 
In  the  train  of  Lord  Harold  that  Page  was  the  first, 
For  Harold  in  childhood;  had.Ermengarde  nursed ; 
Andgrievedwas  young  Gunnar  his  master  shouldroam, 
Unhoused  and  unfriended,  an  exile  from  home. 
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He  heard  the  deep  thunder,  the  plashing  of  rain, 
He  saw  the  red  lightning  through  shot-hole  and  pane ; 
"  And  oh  !**  said  the  Page,  "  on  the  shelterless  wold 
'^  Lord  Harold  is  wandering  in  darkness  and  cold  ! 
'^  What  though  he  was  stubborn,  and  wayward,  and  wild, 
'^  He  endured  me  because  I  was  Ermengarde^s  child, 
"  And  often  from  dawn  till  the  set  of  the  sun, 
^'  In  the  chase,  by  his  stirrup,  unchidden  I  run : 
"  I  wou]d  I  were  older  and  knighthood  could  bear, 
"  I  would  soon  quit  the  banks  of  the  Ty  ne  and  the  Wear : 
^^  For  my  mother^B  command  with  her  last  parting  breath, 
^^  Bade  me  follow  her  nursling  in  life  and  to  death. 


XV. 

It  pours  and  it  thunders,  it  lightefls  amain, 
As  if  Lok,  the  Destroyer,  had  burst  from  his  chain  ! 
Accursed  by  the  church,  and  expelPd  by  his  sire, 
"  Nor  Christian  nor  Dane  give  him  shelter  or  fire, 
^^  And  this  tempest  what  mortal  may  houseless  endure  ? 
*'  Unaided,  unmantled,  he  dies  on  the  moor ! 


<c 
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"  Whate'er  comes  of  Gunnar,  he  tarries  not  here." 
He  leapt  from  his  couch  and  he  grasped  to  his  ^)ear, 
Sought  the  hall  of  the  feast.     UndisturbM  by  his  tread, 
The  wassailers  slept  fast  as  the  sleep  of  the  dead : 
^^  Ungrateful  and  bestial !"  his  anger  broke  forth> 
^^  To  forget  ^mid  your  goblets  the  pride  of  the  North ! 
^^  And  you,  ye  cowPd  priests,  who  have  plenty  in  store, 
*^  Must  give  Gunnar  for  ransom  a  palfrey  and  ore."*^ 


XVI. 
Then  heeding  full  little  of  ban  or  of  curse. 
He  has  seized  on  the  Prior  of  Jorvaux^s  purse : 
Saint  Meneholfs  Abbot  next  morning  has  missed 
His  mantle,  deep  furred  from  the  cape  to  the  wrist : 
The  Seneschal^s  key»  from  his  belt  he  has  ta^en, 
(Well  drench'd  on  that  eve  was  old  Hildebrand's  bndii)< 
To  the  staU^-yard  he  made  his  way, 
And  mounted  the  Bishop'^s  palfrey  gay, 
Gastle  and  hamlet  behind  him  has  cast. 
And  right  on  his  way  to  the  moorland  has  passed. 
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Sore  snorted  the  palfrey,  unused  to  face 
A  weather  so  wild  at  so  rash  a  pace ; 
So  long  he  snorted,  so  loud  he  nagh^d, 
There  tfnswerM  a  steed  that  was  bound  beside, 
And  the  red  flash  of  lightning  shewed  there  where  lay 
His  master.  Lord  Hwrold^  outstretched  on  the  clay. 


XVII. 

Up  he  started,  and  thundered  out,  ^^  Stand  i" 
And  raised  the  club  in  his  deadly  hand. 
The  flaxen-hair'^d  Gunnar  his  purpose  told, 
Shew'^d  the  palfrey  and  proffered  the  gold. 
'^  Back,  back,  and  home,  thou  simple  boy  ! 
^^  Thou  can^st  not  share  my  grief  or  joy :     ^ 
^^  Have  I  not  marked  thee  wail  and  cry 
'^  When  thou  hast  seen  a  sparrow  die  ? 
^^  And  can^st  thou,  as  my  fiillower  should, 
"  Wade  ancle-deep  through  foeman'^s  blood, 
^^  Dare  mortal  and  immortal  foe, 
"  The  gods  above,  the  fiends  below, 
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^*  And  man  on  earth,  more  hateful  still, 

^*  The  very  fountain«head  of  ill  ? 

^^  Desperate  of  life,  and  careless  of  death, 

^^  Lover  of  bloodshed,  and  slaughter,  and  scathe, 

^^  Such  must  thou  be  with  me  to  roam, 

^^  And  such  thou  can'^st  not  be — ^back,  and  home  !^— 


XVIII. 

Young  Gunnar  shook  like  an  aspen  bought 

As  he  heard  the  harsh  voice  and  beheld  the  dark  brow. 

And  half  he  repented  his  purpose  and  vow. 

But  now  to  draw  back  were  bootless  shame, 

And  he  loved  his  master,  so  urged  his  claim ; 

^^  Alas  .*  if  my  arm  and  my  courage  be  weak, 

^^  Bear  with  me  a  while  for  old  Ermengarde^s  sake ; 

'^  Nor  deem  so  lightly  of  Gunnar's  faith, 

^^  As  to  fear  he  would  break  it  for  peril  of  death. 

^^  Have  I  not  risked  it  to  fetch  thee  this  gold, 

^'  This  surcoat  and  mantle  to  fence  thee  from  cold? 
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"  And,  did!  bear  a  baser  mind, 
'^  What  lot  remains  if  I  stay  behind  P 
"  The  priests^  revenge,  thy  father^«  wrath, 
^'  A  dungeon  and  a  shameful  death.^— - 


XIX- 
With  gentler  look  Lord  Harold  eyed 
The  Page,  then  turned  his  head  aside ; 
And  either  a  tear  did  his  eye-lash  stain, 
Or  it  caught  a  drop  of  the  passing  rain. 
"  Art  thou  an  outcast  then  ?^'  quoth  he, 
"  The  meeter  page  to  follow  me.'* 
^Twere  bootless  to  tell  what  climes  they  sought. 
Ventures  achieved,  and  battles  fought ; 
How  oft  with  few,  how  oft  alone. 
Fierce  Harold^s  arm  the  field  hath  won. 
Men  swore  his  eye,  that  flashed  so  red 
When  each  other  glance  wai|  quenched  with  djread. 
Bore  oft  a  light  of  deadl)r  flame. 
That  ne'er  from  mortal  courage  came. 


1 


360  HABOLD  THE  DAUNTLESS.         CMo  J. 

Those  limbs  so  strong,  that  mood  so  stern. 

That  loved  the  couch  of  heath  and  £ern^ 

Afar  fipcMU  hamlet,  tower,  and  town. 

More  than  to  rest  on  drivoi  down ; 

That  stubborn  frame,  that  sullen  mood. 

Men  deemM  must  come  of  aught  but  good ; 

And  they  whisperM,  the  great  Ma&ter  Fiend  was  at  one 

With  Harold  the  Dauntless,  Count  Witikind^s  sdd. 


Years  after  years  had  gone  and  fled. 

The  good  old  Prelate  lies  lappl^d  in  lead ; 

In  the  chiqiel  still  is  shewn 

His  sculptured  form  on  a  marble  stone^ 

Widi  staff  and  ring  and  Hcapalaire, 

And  folded  hands  in  the  act  of  prayer. 

Saint  Cuthbert^s  mitre  is  resting  now 

On  the  haughty  Saxon,  bpld  AldingarVi  brow ; 

The  power  of  his  crozier  he  loved  to  extend 

O'^er  whatever  would  break,  or  whatever  would  bendi 
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And  now  hath  he  clothed  him  in  cope  and  in  pall, 

And  the  Chapter  of  Durham  has  met  at  his  call. 

*<  And. hear  ye  not,  brethren,^  the  proud  Bishop  said, 

^^  That  our  vassal,  the  Danish  Count  Witikind^s  dead  P 

^*  All  his  gold  and  bis  goods  hath  he  given 

^^  To  holy  church  tox  the  love  of  heaven, 

^*  And  hath  founded  a  chantry  with  stipend  and  dole, 

^'  That  priests  and  that  beadsmen  may  pray  for  his  soul : 

^^  Harold  his  son  is  wandering  abroad, 

^^  Dreaded  by  man  and  abhorred  by  Gkxl ; 

<^  Meet  it  is  not,  that  such  should  heir 

<^  The  lands  of  the  church  on  the  Tyne  and  the  Wear, 

^^  And  at  her  pleasure,  her  hallowM  hands 

"  May  now  resume  these  wealthy  lands.^— 

XXI. 

Answered  good  Eustace,  a  canon  old, 

**  Harold  is  tameless,  and  furious,  and  bold ; 

^^  Ever  Renown  blows  a  note  of  fame, 

'*  And  a  note  of  fear,  when  she  sounds  his  name : 


(( 


C( 
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*<  Much  of  bloodshed  and  much  of  scathe 
^^  Have  been  their  lot  who  have  waked  his  wratli. 
^^  Leave  him  these  lands  and  lordships  still, 
*<  Heaven  in  its  hour  may  change  his  will ; 

But  if  reft  of  gold,  and  of  living  bare, 

An  evil  counsellor  is  despair.'"— 

More  had  he  said,  but  the  Prelate  frowned. 

And  murmured  his  brethren  who  sate  around. 

And  with  one  consent  have  they  given  their  doom, 

* 
That  the  church  should  the  lands  of  Saint  Cutbbert 

resume.  * 

So  will'^d  the  Prelate  ;  and  canon  and  dean 

Gave  to  his  judgment  their  loud  amen. 


END  OF  CANTO  FIRST. 


HAROLD  THE  DAUNTLESS. 


CANTO  SECOND. 


[     365     ] 


HAROLD  THE  DAUNTLESS 


CANTO  SECOND. 


'Tis  meiry  in  greenwood,  thus  runs  the  old  lay, 
In  the  gladsome  month  of  lively  May, 
When  the  wild  birds'*  song  on  stem  and  spray 

Invites  to  forest  bower ; 
Then  rears  the  ash  his  airy  crest, 
Then  shines  the  birch  in  alver  vest. 
And  the  beech  in  listening  leaves  is  drest. 
And  dark  between  shews  the  oak'*s  proud  breast. 

Like  a  chieftain'^s  frowning  tower ; 
Though  a  thousand  Inranches  join  thdr  screen, 
Yet  the  broken  sun-beams  glance  between. 
And  tip  the  leaves  with  lighter  green, 

With  brighter  tints  the  flower  : 

8 
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Dull  is  the  heart  that  loves  not  then 
The  deep  recess  of  the  wild-wood  glen. 
Where  roe  and  red-deer  find  sheltering  den. 
When  the  sun  is  in  his  power. 


II. 
Less  merry,  perchance,  is  the  fading  leaf 
That  follows  so  soon  on  the  gathered  sheaf. 

When  the  green-wood  loses  the  name ; 
Silent  is  then  the  forest  bound. 
Save  the  red-breasf  s  note>  and  the  rustling  sound 
Of  frost-nipt  leaves  that  are  dropping  round. 
Or  the  deep-mouthed  cry  of  the  distant  hound 

That  opens  on  his  game  : 
Yet  then,  too,  I  love  the  forest  wide. 
Whether  the  sun  in  splendour  ride. 
And  ^d  its  many-coloured  &de ; 
Or  whether  the  soft  and  alvery  haze, 
In  vapoury  folds,  oVr  the  landscape  strays. 
And  half  involves  the  woodland  maze. 

Like  an  early  widow^s  vdil. 
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Where  wunpling  tissue  from  the  gaze 
The  form  half  hides  and  half  betrays, 
Of  beauty  wan  and  pale. 

III. 

Fair  Metelill  was  a  woodland  maid, 
Her  father  a  rover  of  green- wood  shade, 
By  forest  statutes  undismayed. 

Who  lived  by  bow  and  quiver ; 
Well  known  was  Wulfstane's  archery. 
By  merry  Tyne  both  on  moor  and  lea, 
Through  wooded  Weardale'^s  glens  so  free, 
Well  beside  Stanhope^s  wild- wood  tree. 

And  well  on  Ganlesse  river. 
Yet  free  though  he  trespass'^d  on  woodland  game. 
More  known  and  more  fearM  was  the  wizard  fame 
Of  Jutta  of  Hookhope,  the  Outlaw^s  dame ; 
Feared  when  she  frowned  was  her  eye  of  flame. 

More  fear'd  when  in  wrath  she  laughed  ; 
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For  then,  ^twas  said,  more  fatal  true 
To  its  dread  aim  her  spell-glance  flew, 
Than  when  from  Wulfstane^s  bended  yew 
Sprung  forth  the  grey-goose  shaft. 

IV. 
Yet  had  this  fiero6  and  dreaded  pair. 
So  heaven  decreed,  a  daughter  fair  ; 

None  brighter  crown'^d  the  bed. 
In  Britain^s  bounds,  of  p6er  or  prince. 
Nor  hath,  perchance,  a  lovelier  ^nce 

In  this  fair  isle  been  bred. 
And  nought  of  fraUd,  or  ire,  or  ill, 

» 

Was  known  to  gentle  Metelill, 

Ajnmple  maiden  she ; 
The  speUs  in  dimpled  smile  that  lie. 
And  a  downoMt  blush,  dnd  the  darts  that  fly 
With  the  sidelong  glance  of  a  hazel  eye> 

Were  her  arms  and  witchery. 
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So  young,  so  simple  was  she  yet. 

She  scarce  could  childhood'*s  joys  forget, 

And  still  she  loved,  in  secret  set 

Beneath  the  green-wood  tree, 
To  plait  the  rushy  coronet. 
And  i)raid  with  flowers  her  locks  of  jet, 

As  when  in  infancy  ;— 
Yet  could  that  heart,  so  simple,  prove 
The  early  dawn  of  stealing  love : 

Ah  !  gentle  maid,  beware  ! 
The  power  who,  now  so  mild  a  guest. 
Gives  dangerous  yet  delicious  zest 
To  the  calm  pleasures  of  thy  breast. 
Will  soon,  a  tyrant  o'er  the  rest. 

Let  none  his  empire  share. 


V. 

One  morn,  in  kirtle  green  array'd. 
Deep  in  the  wood  the  maiden  strayed. 
And,  where  a  fountain  sprung, 
VOL.  X.  2  a 
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She  sate  her  down,  unaeen,  to  thread 
The  scarlet  berry^s  mimic  braid, 

And  while  the  beads  she  strung, 
Like  the  blithe  lark,  whose  carol  gay 
Gives  a  good-morrow  to  the  day. 

So  li^tsomely  she  sung. 

VI. 

<<  Lord  William  was  bom  in  gilded  bower, 
"  The  hdr  of  Wilton's  lofty  tower ; 
'*  Yet  better  loves  Lord  William  now 
<<  To  roam  beneath  wild  Bookhope's  brow ; 
^^  And  William  has  lived  where  ladies  fair 
'<  With  gawds  dnd  jewels  deck  their  hair, 
*^  Yet  better  loves  the  dew-drops  still 
That  pearl  the  locks  of  Metelill. 


(i 


"  The  pious  Palmer  loves,  I  wis, 

<^  Saint  Cuthbart's  hallowed  beads  to  kiss ; 
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tf 


But  I,  though  simjde  ffA  I  be, 
*^  Might  have  sudi  homage  paid  to  me; 
"  For  did  Lord  William  see  me  suit 
^^  This  necklace  of  the  bramble^s  i&uit, 
^^  He  fainm^imt  must  not  have  his  will,)— • 
*^  Woidd  kiss  the  beads  of  MeteliU. 


^^  My  nurse  has  told  me  many  a  tale,  , 
"  How  vows  of  love  are  weak  and  fr^il ; 
"  My  mother  says  that  courtly  youth 
^^  By  rustic  maid  means  seldom  sooth ; 
"  What  shoiild  they  mean  ?  it  cannot  be, 
^^  That  such  a  warmng's  meant  for  me, 
"  For  nought-**oh  I  nought  of  fraud  or  ill 
"  Can  William  mean  to  Meteliil  i^--^ 


VII. 

Sudden  she  stops^-^nd  starts  to  feel 
A  weighty  hand,  a  glove  of  steel. 
Upon  her  shrinking  shoulders  laid ; 
Fearful  she  turned,  and  saw,  dismayed. 
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A  Knight  in  pkte  and  mail  arrayM, 
His  crest  and  bearing  worn  andfrayM, 

His  surooat  soiled  and  riven. 
Formed  like  that  giant  race  of  yore. 
Whose  long-continued  crimes  out-wcxe 

The  sufferance  of  heaven. 
Stem  accents  made  his  pleasure  known. 
Though  then  he  used  his  gentlest  tiMie : 
^*  Maiden,^  he  said,  *^  sing  forth  thy  glee. 
Start  not— sing  on-^t  pleases  me.** 


(( 


VIII. 
Secured  within  his  powerful  hold. 
To  bend  her  knee,  her  hands  to  fold. 

Was  all  the  maiden  might ; 
And  ^*  Oh !  forgive,^  she  famtly  said, 
**  The  terrors  of  a  ample  maid, 

**  If  thou  art  mortal  wight ! 
**  But  if— of  sudi  strange  tales  are  told,— 
**  Unearthly  warrior  of  the  wold, 
<*  Thou  com^st  to  chide -mine  accents  bold. 
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^^  My  mother,  Jutta,  knows  the  spell. 
At  noon  and  midnight  pleasing  well 


a 


^^  The  disembodied  ear ; 
"  Oh !  let  her  powerful  charms  atone 
^^  For  aught  my  rashness  may  have  done, 

"  And  cease  thy  grasp  of  fear." 
Then  laughed  the  Knight — his  laughter^s  sound 
Half  in  the  hollow  helmet  drdwn'd ; 
His  barred  visor  then  he  raised. 
And  steady  on  the  maidcQ  gazed.. 
He  smoothed  his  brows,  as  best  he  might. 
To  the  dread  calm  of  autumn  night. 
When  sinks  the  tempest^s  roar  ; 
Yet  still  the  cautipus  fishers  eye 
The  clouds,  and  fear  the  gloomy  sky, 
And  haul  their  barks  on  shore. 


IX. 

^^  Damsel,"  he  said,  ^'  be  wise,  and  learn 
Matters  of  weight  and  deep  concern  : 


<c 
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*^  From  distant  realms  I  come, 
**  And,  wanderer  long,  at  length  have  planned, 
"  In  this  my  native  Northern  land 

«  To  seek  myself  a  home. 
'^  Nor  that  aloDe-**-a  mate  I  seek ; 
*^  She  must  be  gentle,  soft,  and  meeky«-« 

'<  No  lordly  dame  for  m^ ; 
^^  Myself  am  something  rough  of  mood, 
**  And  feel  the  fire  of  royal  blood, 
And  therefore  do  not  hold  it  good   • 

<'  To  match  in  my  degree. 
Then,  since  coy  maidens  say  my  hce 
*^  Is  harsh,  my  form  devoid  c^  grace, 
**  For  a  fair  lineage  to  provide, 
^^  'Tis  meet  that  my  selected  bride 

<^  In  lineaments  be  fair  ; 
**  I  love  thine  well — ^till  now  I  ne'er 
^'  Looked  patient  on  a  face  of  fear, 
^^  But  now  that  tremulous  sob  and  tear 
Become  thy  beauty  rare. 


« 


a 


u 
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One  kiss— nay,  damsel,  coy  it  not : 
And  now  go  seek  thy  parents^  cot. 
And  say,  a  bridegroon  soon  I  come 
To  woo  my  love  and  bear  her  home/ 


X. 

Home  sprung  the  maid  without  a  pause, 
As  levret  ^scaped  from  greyhound^s  jaws ; 
But  still  she  lock'^d,  howe'^er  distressed. 
The  secret  in  her  boding  breast ; 
Dreading  her  sire,  who  oft  forbade 
Her  steps  should  stray  to  distant  glade. 
Night  came— »to  her  accustomed  nook 

« 

Her  distaff  aged  Jutta  took. 

And  by  the  lamp^s  imperfect  glow, 

Rough  Wulfstane  trimmed  his  shafts  and  bow. 

Sudden  and  clamorous,  from  the  ground 

Upstarted  slumbering  brach  and  hound ; 

Loud  knocking  next  the  lodge  alarms. 

And  Wulfstane  snatches  at  his  arms, 
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When  open  flew  the  yielding  door. 
And  that  grim  Warrior  pressed  the  floor. 

XI. 
**  All  peace  be  here— What  I  none  replies  ? 
*'  Dismiss  your  fears  and  your  surprise. 
<<  'Tis  I— that  Maid  hath  told  my  tale, 
'^  Or,  trembler,  did  thy  courage  fail  ? 
<^  It  recks  not— it  is  I  demand 
**  Fair  Metelill  in  marriage  band ; 
**  Harold  the  Dauntless  I,  whose  name 
**  Is  brave  men^s  boast  and  dutifiTs  shame.^ — 
The  parents  sought  each  other'^s  eyes, 
With  awe,  resentment,  and  surprise : 
Wulfstane,  to  quarrel  prompt,  began 
The  stranger^s  size  and  thewes  to  scan ; 
But  as  he  scann'^d,  his  courage  sunk, 
And  from  unequal  strife  he  shrunk. 
Then  forth,  to  blight  and  blemish,  flies 
The  harmful  curse  from  Jutta^s  eyes ; 
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Yet  fatal  howsoever,  the  spell 
On  Harold  innocently  fell ! 
And  disappointment  and  amaze 
Were  in  the  witches  wilder^d  gaze. 


XII. 

But  soon  the  wit  of  woman  woke, 

And  to  the  Warrior  mild  she  spoke : 

"Her  child  was  all  too  youhg.*" — "  A  toy, 

"  The  refuge  of  a  maiden  coy.'' — 

Again,  **  A  powerful  baron's  heir 

"  Claims  in  her  heart  an  interest  fair.''-— 

"  A  trifle— whisper  in  his  ear, 

"  That  Harold  is  a  suitor  here !" 

Baffled  at  length  she  sought  delay : 

"  Would  not  the  Knight  till  morning  stay  ? 

"  Late  was  the  hour— he  there  might  rest 

**  Till  mom,  their  lodge's  honour'd  guest." 

Such  were  her  words,— her  craft  might  cast. 

Her  honour'd  guest  should  sleep  his  last : 
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No,  not  to-night-^'but  aoon,^  he  swore, 
**'  He  would  return,  nor  leave  them  more.^-*« 
The  threshold  then  his  huge  stride  crost. 
And  soon  he  was  in  darkness  lost. 


XIII. 
Appalled  awhile  the  parents  stood. 
Then  changed  their  fear  to  angry  mood. 
And  foremost  fell  th^r  words  of  ill 
On  unresisting  Metelill : 
Was  she  not  cautioned  and  forbid, 
Forewarned,  implored,  accused,  and  chid. 
And  must  she  still  to  greenwood  roam. 
To  marshal  such  misfortune  home  t 
**  Hence,  minion*-to  thy  chamber  hence, 
*^  There  prudence  learn,  and  penitence.** 
She  went^^her  lonely  couch  to  steep 
In  tears  which  absent  lovers  weep ; 
Or  if  she  gained  a  troubled  sleep. 


Fierce  Hdirold^s  suit  was  still  the  dieme 
And  terror  of  ber  feverish  dream. 


XIV, 

» 

Scarce  was  she  gotie,  her  dame  B,n4  sire 

Upon  each  other  bent  theit  ire  ; 

**  A  woodsman  thou  and  hast  a  spear, 

"  And  couldst  thou  such  an  insuh  bear  ?" 

Sullen  he  said,  ^*  A  nf)an  contends 

*^  With  men,  a  witch  with  q)rites  and  fiends ; 

"  Not  to  mere  mortal  wight  belong 

"  Yon  gloomy  brow  and  frame  so  strong. 

"  But  thou — ^is  this  thy  promise  fair, 

"  That  your  Lord  William,  wealthy  heir 

«  To  Ukick,  Bartm  of  Witton-le^Wear,     . 

^^  Should  Metelill  to  altar  bear  P 

**  Do  all  the  spells  thou  boasf  st  as  thine 

*^  Serve  but  to  slay  some  peasant^s  kine, 

^^  His  grain  in  autumn  stcmns  to  steep, 

**  Or  thorough  fog  and  fen  to  sweep, 

^*  And  hag-ride  some  poor  rusticV  sleep  ? 
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''  Is  such  mean  mischief  worth  the  fame 

"  Of  sorceress  and  witdi'^s  name  ? 

**  Fame,  whidi  with  all  men^s  wish  conspires, 

<<  With  thy  deserts  and  my  demres, 

"  To  damn  thy  corpse  to  penal  fires  ? 

<<  Out  on  thee,  witch  f  aroint !  arcnnt ! 

<*  What  now  shall  put  thy  schemes  in  joint  ? 

*^  What  save  this  trusty  arrow^s  point,  ' 

**  From  the  dark  dingle  when  it  flies, 

"  And  he  who  meets  it  gasps  ai|d  dies.^ — 


XV. 
Stem  she  replied,  **  I  will  not  wage 
*<  War  with  thy  folly  or  thy  rage  ; 
*^  But  ere  the  monow'^s  sun  be  low, 
(c  Wulfstane  of  Rookhope^  thou  shalt  know, 
<<  If  I  can  yenge  me  on  a  foe. 
^<  Belieye  the  while,  that  whatsoever 
**  I  spoke,  in  ire,  of  bow  and  spear, 
**  It  is  not  Harold^s  destiny 
^<  The  death  of  jMlfer^d  deer  to  die. 
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**  But  he,  and  thou,  and  yon  pale  moon, 
*^  That  shall  be  yet  more  pallid  soon, 
**  Before  she  smk  behind  the  deU, 
^^  Thou,  she,  and  Harold  too,  shall  tell 
"  What  Jutta  knows  of  charm  or  spell.''— 
Thus  muttering,  to  the  door  she  bent 
Her  wayward  steps,  and  forth  she  went, 
And  left  alone  the  moody  sire, 
To  cherish  or  to  slake  his  ire. 


XVI. 

Far  faster  than  belonged  to  age 
Has  Jutta  made  her  pilgrimage. 
A  priest  has  met  her  as  she  pass'd. 
And  cross'd  himself  and  stood  aghast : 
She  traced  a  hamlet— -not  a  cur 
His  throat  would  ope,  his  foot  would  stir ; 
By  crouch,  by  trembling,  and  by  groan. 
They  made  her  hated  presence  known  ! 
But  when  she  trode  the  sable  fell. 
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Were  wildfir  aounds  her  way  to  tell,—- 
For  far  was  heard  the  fox'^s  yell. 
The  black-cock  waked  and  faintly  crew. 
Screamed  o^er  the  moss  the  scared  curlew ; 
Wha«  o*er  die  cataract  the  oak 
Lay  slant,  was  heasd  the  raven'^s  ciY)ak ; 
The  mountainncat,  which  sought  his  prey» 
Glared,  screamed,  and  started  from  her  way. 
Such  music  cheered  her  journey  lone 
To  the  deep  dell  and  rocking  stone : 
There,  with  unhallowVl  hymn  of  praise. 
She  called  a  God  of  heathen  days. 


XVII. 

3[ntiocati(in. 

From  thy  Pomeranian  throne. 
Hewn  in  rock  of  living  stone, 
Where,  to  thy  godhead  faithful  yet, 
^^  Bend  Esthonian,  Finn,  and  Lett, 
**  And  their  swords  in  vengeance  whet. 


<ft 


i< 


ti 
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<*  That  shall  make  thine  altars  wet, 
'^  Wet  and  red  for  ages  more 
'^  With  the  Christians^  hated  gore,*— 
^^  Hear  me  !  Sovereign  of  the  Rock, 
'^  Hear  me  !  mighty  Zemebodc. 


<c 


Mightiest  of  the  mighty  known, 
*^  Here  thy  wonders  have  been  shown ; 
*^  Hundred  tribes  in  various  tongue 
^^  Oft  have  here  thy  praises  sung, 
^^  Down  that  stone  with  runick  seam'^d, 
^^  Hundred  victims^  blood  hath  streamed  ( 
^^  Now  one  woman  comes  alone, 
^^  And  but  wets  it  with  her  .own, 
«  The  last,  the  feeblest  of  thy  flodk,— 
^^  Hear — and  be  present,  Zemebock  1 

'^  Hark  !  he  comes ;  the  nightrblast  cold 
^^  Wilder  sweeps  along  the  wold ; 
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*^  The  cloudless  moon  grows  dark  and  dim. 
And  bristling  hair  and  quaking  limb 
Proclaim  the  Master  Demon  nigh,— - 

'*  Those  who  view  his  form  shall  die  ! 

^<  Lo  !  I  stoop  and  veil  my  head ; 

**  Thou  who  ridest  the  tempest  dread, 

^<  Shaking  hill  and  rending  oak— 

^^  Spare  me !  spare  me  !  Zemebock. 


<( 


« 


He  comes  not  yet !  Shall  cold  delay 
Thy  votaress  at  her  need  repay  ? 
'^  Thou-Hshall  I  call  thee  god  or  fiend  ?— 
'<  Let  others  on  thy  mood  attend 
^^  With  prayer  and  ritual— -J utta^s  arms 
^<  Are  necromantic  words  and  channs : 
*^  Mine  is  the  spell,  that,  uttered  once, 
<^  Shall  wake  Thy  Master  from  his  trance, 
*^  Shake  his  red  mansion-house  of  pain, 
*'  And  burst  his  seven-times  twisted  chain. 
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'^  So  I  com*st  them  ere  the  spell  is  spoke  ? 
^^  I  own  tliy  presence,  Zemebock.^ 

XVIII. 

^^  Daughter  of  dust,^  the  Beep  Voice  said, 
-—Shook  while  it  spoke  the  vale  for  dread, 
Rock'^d  on  the  base  that  massive  stone. 
The  Evil  Deity  to  own,— 
^^  Daughter,  of  dust  i  not  mine  the  power 
^'  Thou  seek^t  on  Harold^s  &tal  hour. 
"  'Twixt  hic^vea  and  bell  there  is  a  strife 
Waged  far  his  sQul  and  for  his  life. 
And  fain  would  we  the  combat  win, 
<<  And  snatch  him  ux  his  hour  of  sin. 
^^  There  is  a  star  now  rising  red, 
^^  That  threats  him  with  an  influence  dread : 
*^  Woman,  thine  arts  of  ipaliee  whet, 
^<  To  use  the  space  before  it  set. 
^*  Involve  him  with  the  church  in  strife, 
**  Push  on  adventurous  chance  his  life ; 
VOL.  X.  2  b 
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*'  Ounelf  will  in  the  hour  of  need, 

*^  As  best  we  may,  thy  counsels  speed*^ 

So  ceased  the  Voice ;  for  seven  leagues  round 

Each  hamlet  started  at  the  sound ; 

m 

But  slept  agaiuy  as  slowly  died 

Its  thunders  on  the  hill^s  brown  side* 


XIX. 

^''And  is  this  all,^  said  Jiitta  stem, 
*<  That  thou  can'^st  teach  and  I  can  learn  ? 
*^  Hence  !  to  the  land  of  fog  and  waste, 
<^  There  fittest  is  thine  influence  placed, 
'*  Thou  powerless  sluggish  Deity  ! 
^*  But  ne^er  shall  Briton  bend  the  knee 
"  Again  before  so  poor  a  god.^— 
She  struck  the  altar  with  her  rod ; 
Slight  was  the  touch,  as  when  at  need 
A  damsel  stirs  lier  tardy  steed ; 
But  to  the  blow  the  stone  gave  place. 
And,  starting  from  its  balanced  base. 
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Rolled  thundering  down  the  moon-light  deU 
Re-echoed  moorland,  rock,  and  fell ; 
Into  the  moon-Ught  tarn  it  dash'^d. 
Their  shores  the  sounding  surges  lashed, 

And  there  was  ripple,  rage,  |md  foam ; 
But  on  that  lake,  so  dark  and  lone. 
Placid  and  pale  the  moonbeam  shone 

As  Jutta  hied  her  home. 


END  OF  CASIO  SECOND. 
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CANTO  THIRD. 


I. 

Gtaeit  towers  of  Durham !  there  was  once  a  time 

I  view'^d  your  battlements  with  such  vague  hope, 
As  brightens  life  in  its  first  dawning  prime ; 

Not  that  e^en  then  came  within  fancy^s  scope 
A  vision  vain  of  mitre,  throne,  or  cope ; 

Yet,  gazing  on  the  venerable  hall. 
Her  flattering  dreams  would  in  perspective  ope 

Some  reverend  room,  some  prebendary ^s  stall,-— 
And  thus  Hope  me  deceived  as  she  deceiveth  all. 
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Well  yet  I  love  thy  mixM  and  massiye  piles. 

Half  church  of  Gk)d,  half  castle  Against  the  Scot, 
And  long  to  roam  these  venerable  idsles. 

With  records  stored  of  deeds  long  since  forgot : 
There  might  I  share  my  Surtees^  happier  lot, 

Who  leaves  at  will  his  patrimonial  field 
To  ransack  every  crypt  and  hallow^  spot. 

And  from  oblivion  rend  the  spoils  they  yield. 
Restoring  priestly  chaunt  and  clang  of  knightly  shield. 

Vain  i»  the  wish— Hsdnce  other  cares  demand 

Each  vacant  hour,  and  in  anollher  cUme ; 
But  still  that  northem  harp  iiivites  my  hand 

Which  tells  the  wonder  of  thine  earlier  tim^ ; 
And  fain  its  numbers  would  I  noW  command 

To  paint  the  beauties  of  that  dawning  fair. 
When  Harold,  gazing  froiti  its  lofty  stand 

Upon  the  western  heights  of  Beaurepaire, 
Saw  Saxon  Eadmer'^s  towers  begirt  by  winding  Wear. 
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II. 

Fair  on  the  half-seen  streams  the  stnob^siins  ddnced, 

Betraying  it  beneath  the  woddknd  bank, 
And  fair  between  the  GotHic  turrets  glanced 

Broad  lights,  and  ^hadoWs  fell  on  front  and  flatik. 
Where  tower  and  buttrefss  rosd  iii  in^itld  raiik, 

.  And  girdled  in  the  massive  donjon  K^ep, 
And  from  their  circtiit  pedl^d  o^er  bush  dnd  bank 

The  matin  bell  with  summons  long  and  deep. 
And  echo  answered  still  With  long-tesotindirtg  sweep. 

»  — 

lit: 

The  morning  mists  r6lte  from  the  grdiind,  j 

i 
Each  merry  bird  di<rd.keii^d  round 

As  if  in  revelry ; 
Afar  the  bugles^  clanging  sound 
Caird  to  the  chace  the  lagging  hound. 

The  gale  breathed  soft  and  free. 
And  seem'^d  to  linger  on  its  way 
To  catch  freijb  odours  from  the  sjk^y, 
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And  waved  it  in  its  wanton  play 

So  light  and  gamesomely. 
The  scenes  which  moniiog  beams  reveal. 
Its  sounds  to  hear,  its  gales  to  feel 
In  all  their  fragrance  round  him  steal. 
It  melted  Harold^s  heart  of  steel. 
And,  hardly  wotting  why. 
He  doffVl  his  helmet^s  gloomy  pride. 
And  hung  it  on  a  tree  beside^ 

Laid  mace  and  falchion  by. 
And  on  the  green  sward  sate  him  down, 
And  from  his  dark  haUtual  frown 

Relax'*d  his  rugged  brow— 
Whoever  hath  the  doubtful  task 
From  that  stem  Dane  a  boon  to  ask 

Were  wise  to  ask  it  now. 


IV. 
His  place  beside  young  Gunnar  took. 
And  marked  his  master'^s  softenmg  look. 
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And  in  his  eye^s  dark  mirror  spied 
The  gloom  of  stormy  thought  subside, 
And  cautious  watchM  the  fittest  tide 

To  speak  a  warning  word. 
So  when  the  torrienf  s  billows  shrink. 
The  timid  pilgrim  on  the  brink 
Waits  long  to  see  them  wave,  and  sink. 

Ere  he  dare  brave  the  ford, 
And  often,  after  doubtful  pause, 
Ilis  step  advances  or  withdraws : 
Fearful  to  move  the  slumbering  ire 
Of  his  stem  lordy  thus  stood  the  squire. 

Till  Harold  raised  his  eye. 
That  glanced  as  when  athwart  the  shroud 
Of  the  dispersing  tempest^oud 

The  bursting  sunbeams  fly. 

V. 
<^  Arouse  thee,  son  of  Ermengarde, 
<^  Offspring  of  prophetess  and  bard  1 
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Take  harp,  ahd  greet  this  lovely  prime 
^^  With  some  high  strain  of  Runic  rhyme, 
^*  Strong,  deep,  and  poweHiili  Peal  it  round 
'^  Like  that  loud  bell'^s  8(»iorDUs  sound. 

Yet  wild  by  fits^  as  when  the  lay- 

Of  bird  and  bugle  hiiil  the  day.    . 
*^  Such  was  hiy  grondsire,  £rick^s  sporty'    . 
'<  When  dawn  gleamM  on  his.  niartul  edurt 
^'  Heymar  the  Scald^.witli  harp'^s  lii^  sounds 

Summon*M  the  diiefi  i^fao  slept  aroand ; 

Couched  on  the  apoib  of  wolf  and  bear, 
<'  They  roused. like  lions  from  .their  lair, 
"  Then  rushed  in  enudatidn  forth  i . 
'<  To  eilhaneb  th^^gkiriek  of  die  ncnrfh*.*^ 
"  Proud  Erick,  mightie&t.of  thy  race, 
"  Where  is  thy  sh^owy  resting  place  ? 
<<  In  wild  Valhalla  hast  thou  quaffed 

From  foeman^s  skull  mbtheglin  draught. 

Or  wander^st  where  thy.c^n  was  filed 
"  To  frown  otr  obeans  wide  and  ^Id  ? 


€( 


« 


4  0 


€< 


(€ 


C^fUQ  III.      MAnOhB  THE  DAUNTLESS.         397 

**  Or  have  tb^  vvider  Cbmtkii^  giTeu 

<<  Thy  r^uge  in  their  pmcefid  heayen  P 

<<  Wherever  thou  ait,  Urtfaee  are  known 

**  Our  toils  ^dur«d,  our  trophies  wod^ 

^^  0\\K  warss  our  waiid^rii^^  and  our  voes.^--* 

He  ceased,  and  'GudnavV  song^arose. 

,      VL 

^^  Hawk  and  ospvey  soreani^d  for  joy 
''  O'er  the  beetling  difi  of  Hoy, 
^<  Crimson  foain  the  beach'  o^eispread, 
^*  Hhe  heath  was  dyed  with  darker  red, 
<^  When  o^er  EridE,  Ingiiar^s  son, 
^^  Dane  and  Nortlmian  piled  the  stone; 
^^  Singing  wild  the  war-song  stem, 
'<  <  Rest  thee.  Dweller  of  the  Cairn !' 
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Where  'eddying  currents  foam  and  boil 
By  JBersa's  burgh  and  Graemsay's  isle, 


898         HABOLD  TH£  DAUNTLESS.       Qmio  III 


<<  The  aeaman  sees  a  martial  form 

<<  Half-mingled  with  the  mist  and  storm. 

<<  In  anxious  awe  he  bears  away 

"  To  mow  his  bark  in  Stromna*s  bay, 

*^  And  murmurs  from  the  bounding  stem, 

<<  <  Rest  thee.  Dweller  of  the  Cairn  V "" 


^<  What  cares  disturb  the  nughty  dead? 

'^  Each  honour'*d  rite  was  duly  paid ; 

<*  No  daring  hand  thy  hehn  unlaced, 

^  Thy  sword,  thy  shield,  were  near  thee  placed, 

'^  Thy  flinty  couch  no  tear  profaned, 

'*  Without,  with  hostile  blood  ^twas  stained; 

^^  Within,  '^twas  lined  with  moss  and  fem,-^ 

"  Then  rest  thee.  Dweller  of  the  Cium ! 


^^  He  may  not  rest :  from  realms  afar 
^^  Comes  voice  of  battle  and  of  war, 
<^  Of  conquest  wrought  with  bloody  hand 
^'  On  Carmd'^s  diffs  and  Jordan^s  strand, 
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^<  When  Odin^s  warlike  son  eould  daunt 
"  The  turban^d  race  of  Termagaunt''-— — 


«( 
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VII.     , 

"  Peace,''  said  the  Knight,  "  the  noble  Scald 
^^  Our  i^arlike  fathers'  deeds  recallM, 
^^  But  never  strove  to  sooth  the  son 
^^  With  taies  of  what  himself  had  done. 
^^  At  Odin's  board  the  bard  sits  high 

Whose  harp  ne'er  stoop'd  to  flattery ; 

But  highest  he  whose  daring  lay 
'^  Hath  dared  unwelcome  truths  to  say."-^ 
With  doubtful  smile  young  Ounnar  eyed 
His  master's  looks,  and  nought  replied— »- 
But  well  tliat  smile  his  master  led 
To  construe  what  he  lefl  uns£ud. 

Is  it  to  mc,  thou  timid  youth, 

Thou  fear'st  to  speak  unwelcome  truth  f 
"  My  soul  no  more  thy  censure  grieves 
'*  Than  frosts  rob  laurels  of  their  leaves. 
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^  Say  oa  ■  and  jeU-bewate  the  rude 

^  And  wild  difltempar  of  my  Uood  ; 

**  Loth  were  I  that  nune  ire  should  wrong 

**  The  youth  that  bore  my  ahidd  so  long, 

**  And  iriio,  in  senrioe  constant  stiO, 

**  Though  weak  in  fiame,  art  strong  in  wilL^-^ 

Oh  r  quoth  the  page,  '*  evon  there  depoids 

My  counsel— there  my  warning  taids— 

Oft  seems  as  of  my  mast^^s  breast 
'*  Some  demon  were  the  sudden  guest; 
*'  Then  at  the  first  misconstrued  word 
*'  His  hand  is  on  the  mace  and  sword, 
<«  From  her  firm  seat  his  wisdom  driven, 
*^  His  life  to  countless  dangers  ^ven,-^ 
^^  O  !  would  that  Gunnar  could  suffice 
'^  To  be  the  fiend's  last  sacrifice, 
"  So  that,  when  glutted  with  my  gore, 

He  fled  and  tempted  thee  no  more  T 
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VIIL 

Then  waved  his  lii^^  and.Bhopk  )ub  hedd. 
The  unpatieDt  Dan^  while  thus  he  said : 
<^  Profane  not^  youth«^it  is  not  thine 
"  To  judge  the  sp&it  of  our  line— •■ 
^^  The  bold  B^serkac^s  rage  divine, 
<^  Through  whose  inspiring,  dedds  are  wrought 
^^  Past  human  strength  and  human  thought. 
^<  When  full  upon  his  gloomy  soul 

^^  The  diampion  feels  the  influence  roll, 
He  swims  this  lake,  be  leaps  the  wall-*^ 
Heeds  not  the  depth,  nor  plumbs  the  faIl-->- 
Unshielded,  moil-less,  on  he  goes 
<^  Singly  against  a  host  of  foes ; 
^^  Their  spears  he  holds  like  withered  reeds, 
^<  Their  mail  like  maiden^s  silken  weeds ; 
'^  One  Against  a  hundred  will  he  strive, 
<*  Take  countliteS  wounds,  and  yet  survive. 

VOL.  X.  S  c 


a 


6i 


a 


402  HAROLD  THE  DAUNTLESS.         Canto  IIL 


€i 


<C 


iS 


<( 


Then  rush  the  eagles  to  his  cry 

Of  slaughter  and  of  victc^y  ,— 
*^  And  blood  he  quaffs  like  Odin^s  bow), 
**  Deep  drinks  his  sword,— deep  drinks  his  soul ; 
^  And  all  that  meet  him  in  his  ire 

He  gives  to  ruin,  rout,  and  fire. 

Then,  like  gorged  lion,  seeks  some  den, 
^*  And  couches  till  he^s  man  agen.-r- 
**  Thou  know'^st  the  »gns  of  look  and  limb, 
"  When  'gins  that  rage  to  over-brimr— 

^^  Thou  know'st  when  I  am  moved,  and  why ; 
*'  And  when  thou  seest  me  roll  mine  eye, 
^  Set  my  teeth  thus^  and  stamp  my  foot^ 

Regard  thy  safety  and  be  mute  ; 

But  else,  speak  boldly  out  whatever 

Is  fitting  that  a  knight  should  hear. 

I  love  thee,  youth.     Thy  lay  has  power 
^  Upon  my  dark  and  sullen  hour  ;---> 
^'  So  Christian  monks  are  wont  to  say 
"  Demons  of  old  were  charmed  away  ;— 
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**  Then  fear  not  I  will  rashly  deem' 

**  111  of  thy  speech^  whatever  the  theme.^ 

IX. 

As  down  some  strait  in  doubt  and  dread 
The  watchful  pilot  drops  the  lead. 
And,  cautious  in  the  midst  to  steer. 
The  shoaling  channel  sounds  with  fear ; 
So,  lest  on  dangerous  ground  he  swerved, 
The  page  his  master^s  brow  observed. 
Pausing  at  intervals  to  fling 
His  hand  on  the  melodious  string. 
And  to  his  moody  breast  apply 
The  soothing  charm  of  harmony, 
While  hinted  half,  and  half  exprest, 
This  warning  song  conve/d  the  rest. 


1. 

^*  111  fares  the  bark  with  tackle  riven, 
'*  And  ill  when  on  the  breakers  driven,- 
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^^  111  when  the  stonn-Bprite  ihri^s  ]|i  lur, 
^^  And  £he  soared  tnernlaid  tears  Yost  hair ; 
^^  But  worse  when  on  her  helm  the  hand 
'^  Of  some  false  traitor  holds  command. 
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111  fares  the  filinting  Palmer,  phieed 
<<  ^Mid  HcbronV  rocks  or  Raraa'^i  iiraste,-^^ 

111  when  the  seorehing  san  is  high, 

And  the  expeeted  font  is  diy,-^-^ 
<'  Worse  when  his  guide  deic  sand  and  heath, 
'<  The  barbarous  Copt,  has  planned  his  death. 
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<<  111  fares  the  knight  with  buckler  cltilt, 
^^  And  ill  when  of  his  hdm  bereft,--* 
'^  111  when  his  steed  to  earth  is  flung, 
^^  Or  from  his  grasp  his  falchion  wrung ; 
'^  But  worse,  of  instant  ruin  token, 
^'  When  he  Hsts  rede  by  woman  spoken.^ 
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X. 

<<  How  now,  f0od  boy  p-^Canat  tb0u  think  UV 
S^d  HarqJdi  «  of  fair  MetiBUU  r?-r 
^'^  She  may  be  feir^''  the  Page  i^pii^ 

As  through  the  strings  b^  r0J^g^%r^ 
*^  She  may  be  fair ;  but  yetj'^rf-jhe  eri^d^ 

And  then  the  straia  b^  abangedr 


1. 

"  She  may  be  fair,*^  he  sang,  **  but  yet 

'*  Far  fairer  have  I  seen 
<^  Than  she,  for  all  her  locks  of  jet, 

* 

^^  And  eyes  $0  dark  an^  sheet). 
^'  Were'  I  a  Pfuii^  ki|ight  in  aritts, 
"  As  one  djB^y  I  may  be, 
My  beart  i$bo.a}d  own  np  foreign  charms,- 
^^  A  Danish  maid  for  me. 
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I  love  my  father^s  northern  land, 

^<  Where  the  dark  pine-trees  ^ow, 
And  the  bold  BalUc^s  echoing  strand 

*'  Looks  o^er  each  grassy  oe.* 
I  love  to  mark  the  lingering  sun, 

^^  From  Denmark  loth  to  go. 
And  leaving  on  the  billows  bright, 
**  To  cheer  the  shorUlived  summer  night, 

^^  A  path  of  ruddy  glow. 
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3. 
^^  But  most  the  northern  maid  I  love, 

"  With  breast  like  Denmark^s  snow, 
^^  And  form  as  fair  as  Denmark'^s  pine, 
"  Who  loves  with  purple  heath  to  twine 

"  Her  locks  of  sunny  glow ; 

*  Oe.    Island, 
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^^  And  sweetly  blend  that  shade  of  gold 

"  With  the  cheek'^s  rosy  hue, 
^*  And  Faith  might  for  her  mirror  hold 

"  That  eye  of  matchless  blue- 


4. 
"  Tis  her^s  the  manly  sports  to  love 

^^  That  southern  maidens  fear, 
"  To  bend  the  bow  by  stream  and  grove, 

^^  And  lift  the  hunteFs  spear. 
^^  She  can  her  chosen  champion^s  flight 

"  With  eye  undazzled  see, 
^^  Clasp  him  victoxious  from  the  strife, 
"  Or  on  his  corpse  yield  up  her  life, — 

^*  A  Danish  maid  for  me  !" 


XI. 

Then  smiled  the  Dane—"  Thou  canst  so  well 
"  The  virtues  of  our  maidens  tell, 
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^^  Half  eould  I  wish  niy  choioe  had  been 
*^  Blue  eyes,  and  hair  of  golden  sheen, 
"  And  lofty  soul ;— yet  what  of  ill 
^<  Hast  thou  to  charge  on  Metelill  P^--* 
*•  On  her  nought,^  young  Gunnar  said, 
^<  But  her  base  sirens  ignoble  trade. 
^<  Her  mother,  too— the  general  fame 
**  Hath  ^ven  to  Jutta  evil  nune, 
**  And  in  her  grey  eye  is  a  flanle 
<^  Art  cannot  htd^,  nor  &ar  cdn  tame.*«* 
<^  That  sordid  woodman'^s  peasant  cbt 
^<  Twice  have  thine  honoured  footsteps  songht, 
*^  And  twice  returned  with  such  ill  rede 
As  sent  thee  on  some  desperate  deed.'*^«<i^ 


<( 


XII. 

"  Thou  errest ;  Jutta  wisely  said, 

<<  He  that  oomes  suites*  to  a  maid, 

"  Ere  link'^d  in  maniage^  should  provide 

^^  Lands  and  a  dwelling  for  his  brid 

10 
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"  My  father*s  by  the  Tyne  and  Wear 
"  I  have  reclaimed.''—"  O,  all  too  dear, 
^'  And  all  too  dangerous  the  prize, 
<«  E'en  were  it  won,"— young  Gutinar  cries. 
"  And  then  this  Jutta's  fresh  device, 
^^  That  thou  should^st  seek,  a  heathen  Dane, 
<<  From  Durham'^s  priests  a  boon  to  gain, 
^^  When  thou  hast  left  their  vassals  slain 
"  In  their  own  halls  r — FlasVd  Harold^s  eye, 
Thunder'd  his  voice— ^*  False  Page,  you  lie  ! 
<<  The  castle,  hall  and  tower,  is  mine, 
"  Built  by  old  Witikind  on  Tyne. 
<'  The  wild-cat  will  defend  his  den, 
**  Fights  for  her  nest  the  timid  wren ; 
"  And  think'^st  thou  Fll  forego  my  right 
"  For  dread  of  monk  or  monkish  knight  ?— • 
"  Up  and  away,  that  deepening  bell 
*^  Doth  of  the  Bishop^s  conclave  tell. 
**  Thither  will  I,  in  manner  due, 
As  Jutta  bade,  my  claim  to  sue  ; 


(6 
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<<  And^  if  to  right  me  they  are  loth, 
^*  Then  woe  to  church  and  chapter  both  f* 
Now  shift  the  scene  and  let  the  curtain  fall. 
And  our  next  entry  be  Saint  Cuthborf  s  hall. 
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CANTO  FOURTH. 


i^sai 


I. 

Full  many  a  bard  hath  sung  the  dQlemn  gloom 

Of  the  lon^  Grothiq  aide  and  stoQe^bb^d  roof. 
O'er  canopying  shrine,  and  gorgopiis  tomb^ 

Carved  screen,  and  tiftel*  glimmisriilg  far  altof. 
And  blending  ^rith  the  shade— a  matdiless  proof 

Of  high  devotion,  which  bath  now  wax^d  cold ; 
Yet  legends  say,  that  Luxury^s  brute  hoof 

Intruded  oft  within  such  sacred  fold, 
Uik^  step  of  BePs  false  priest,  tracked  in  his  fane  of  old. 
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Well  pleased  am  I,  however,  that  wheQ  the  route 

Of  our  rude  neighbours  whilome  deign^'d  to  come. 
Uncalled,  and  eke  unwelcome,  to  sweep  out 

And  cleanse  our  chancel  from  the  rags  of  Rome, 
They  spoke  not  on  our  andent  fane  the  doom 

To  which  their  bigot  zeal  gave  o^er  their  own. 
But  spared  the  martjrr^d  saint  and  storied  tomb. 

Though  papal  miracles  had  graced  the  stone, 
And  though  the  aisles  still  loved  the  organ'^s  swelling  tone. 

And  deem  not,  though  ^tis  now  my  part  to  paint 

A  prelate  swayed  by  lore  of  power  and  gold, 
That  all  who  wore  the  mitre  of  our  Saint 

Like  to  ambitious  Aldingar  I  hold ; 
Since  both  in  modem  times  and  days  of  old 

It  sate  on  those  whose  virtues  might  atone 
Their  predecessors'  frailties  trebly  told : 

Matthew  and  Morton  we  as  such  may  own— - 
And  such  (if  fame  speak  truth)  the  honoured  Barrington. 
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IL 

But  now  to  earlier  ai^d  to  ruder  times, 

As  subject  meet,  I  tune  my  rugged  rhjnnels, 

Telling  how  ffiirly  the  chapter  was  met, 

And  rood  and  books  in  seemly  order  set ; 

Huge  brass-clasped  volumes,  Which  the  hand 

Of  studious  priest  but  rarely  scanned, 

Now  on  fair  carved  desk  displayed, 

^Twas  their''s  the  solemn  scene  to  aid. 

O'^er-head  with  many  a;  scutcheon  graced, 

And  quaint  devices  interlaced, 

A  labyrinth  of  crossing  rows. 

The  roof  in  lessening  arches  shows ; 

Beneath  its  shade  placed  proud  and  high. 

With  footstool  and  with  canopy, 

Sate  Aldingar,  and  prelate  neVr 

More  haughty  graced  Saint  Cuthbert's  chair 

Canons  and  deacons  were  placed  below. 

In  due  degree  and  lengthened  row. 
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Unmoyed  and  silent  each  sat  there, 

Like  image  in  his  oaken  chair ; 

Nor  head,  nor  hand,  nor  fodt^  they  stirrM, 

Nor  lock  of  hair,  nor  tress  of  beard, 

And  of  their  eyes  severe  alone 

The  twinkle  shewed  they  were  not  stone. 

III. 
The  Prelate  was  to  speech  address'^d, 
Each  head  sunk  reverent  on  each  breast ; 
But  ere  his  voice  was  heard-^^without 
Arose  a  wild  tumultuous  shout, 
Offspring  of  wonder  mix^d  with  fear, 
Such  as  in  crowded  streets  we  hear 
Hailing  the  flames,  that,  bursting  out, 
Attract  yet  scare  the  rabble  tout. 
Ere  it  had  ceased,  a  giant  hand 
Shook  oaken  door  and  iron  band, 
Till  oak  and  iroki  both  gave  way. 
Clashed  the  long  bolts,  the  hinges  bray, 
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And  ere  upon  angel  or  saint  they  can  call, 
Stands  Harold  the  Dauntless  in  midst  of  the  hall. 


IV. 

^^  Now  saye  ye,  my  masters,  both  rocket  and  rood, 
^^  From  Bishop  with  mitre  to  Deacon  with  hood  ! 
^^  For  here  stands  Count  Harold,  old  Witikind^s  son, 
*^  Come  to  sue  for  the  lands  whidi  his  ancestors  won.*^ 
The  Prelate  looked  round  him  with  sore  troubled  eye. 
Unwilling  to  grant,  yet  afraid  to  deny. 
While  each  Canon  and  Deacon  who  heard  the  Dane 

speak. 
To  be  safely  at  home  would  have  fasted  a  week  :~-^ 
Then  Aldingar  roused  him  and  answered  again, 
^'  Thou  suest  for  a  boon  which  thou  canst  not  obtain ; 
^<  The  church  hath  no  fids  for  an  unchristen^d  Dane. 

» 

"  Thy  father  was  wise,  and  his  treasure  hath  given, 
'*  That  the  priests  of  a  chantry  might   hymn  him  to 
^^  heaven ; 
VOL.  X.  2d 
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^*  And  the  fiefs  which  whilome  he  possessed  as  his  due, 
*^  Have  lapsed  to  the  church,  and  been  granted  anew 
**  To  Anthony  Conyers  and  Alberic  Vere, 
"  For  the  service  St  Cuthbert's  bless'd  banner  to  bear, 
**  When  the  bands  of  the  North  come  to  foray  the  Wear. 
'^  Then  disturb  not  our  conclave  with  wrangling. or 
"  blame. 
But  in  peace  and  in  patience  pass  hence  as  ye  came.^ 


6i 


V. 
Loud  laughed  the  stern  Pagan->-**  They  Ve  free  from  the 


"  care 


"  Of  fief  and  of  service,  both  Conyers  and  Vere,— 

"  Six  feet  of  your  chancel  is  all  they  will  need, 

^^  A  buckler  of  stone  and  a  corslet  of  lead. — 

"  Ho,  Gunnar ! — -the  tokens  T— and,  sever^  anew, 

A  head  and  a  hand  on  the  altar  be  threw. . . 

Then  shuddered  with  terror  both  Canon  and  Monk, 

They  knew  the  glazed  eye  and  the  countenance  shrunk, 
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And  of  Anthony  Conyers  the  half-grizzled  hair, 
And  the  scar  on  the  hand  of  Sir  Alberic  Vere. 
There  was  not  a  churchman  or  priest  that  was  there. 
But  grew  pale  at  the  sight,  and  betook  him  to  prayer. 


yi. 

Count  Harold  laughed  at  their  looks  of  fear : 

*'  Was  this  the  hand  should  your  banner  bear  ? 

**  Was  that  the  head  should  wear  the  casque 

"  In  battle  at  the  church's  task  ? 

**  Was  it  to  such  you  gave  the  place 

"  Of  Harold  with  the  heavy  mace  ? 

"  Find  me  between  the  Wear  and  Tyne 

**  A  knight  will  wield  this  dub  of  mine,— • 

**  Give  him  my  fiefs,  and  I  will  say 

**  There's  wit  beneath  the  coul  of  gray." 

He  raised  it,  rough  with  many  a  stain, 

Caught  from  crushed  skull  and  spouting  brain 

He  wheePd  it  that  it  shrilly  sung, 

And  the  aisles  echoed  as  it  swung, 


tt 


tt 
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■ 

Then  dash'^d  it  down  with  sheer  descent, 
And  split  King  Osric^s  monument. — 

How  like  ye  this  music  ?  How  trow  ye  the  hand 

That  can  wield  such  a  mace  may  be  reft  of  its  land  ? 
**  No  answer  ? — I  spare  ye  a  space  to  agree, 
**  And  Saint  Cuthbert  inspire  you,  a  saint  if  he  be. 

Ten  strides  through  your  chancel,  ten  strokes  on  your 
**  bell, 

And  again  I  am  with  you,-— grave  fathers,  farewell.'" 


tc 


<( 


VII. 

He  turned  from  their  presence,  he  dashed  the  oak  door. 
And  the  clang  of  his  stride  died  away  on  the  floor ; 
A^d  his  head  from  bis  bosom  the  Prelate  uprears 
With  a  ghost-seer^s  look  when  the  ghost  disappears. 
"  Ye  Priests  of  Saint  Cuthbert,  now  give  me  your  rede, 
^^  For  never  of  coimael  had  Bishc^  more  need  1 
<<  Were  the  arch-^fiend  incarnate  in  flesh  and  in  bone, 
<^  The  language,  the  look,  and  the  laugh  were  his  own. 
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'*  In  the  bounds  of  Saint  Cuthbett  there  is  not  a  knight 
^^  Dare  confront  in  our  quarrel  yon  goblin  in  fight ; 
'^  Then  rede  me  aright  to  his  claim  to  reply, 
"  'Tis  unlawful  to  grant,  and  'tis  death  to  deny." 


VIIL 

Qn  venison  and  malmsie  that  morning  had  fed 

The  Cellarer  Vinsauf,  'twas  thus,  that  he  said ; 

"  Delay  till  to-morrow  the  Chapter's  reply ; 

'^  Let  the  feast  be  spread  fair,  and  the  wine  be  pour'd 

"  high  : 
<<  If  he's  mortal  he  drinks,—- if  he  drinks,  he  is  ours-* 
"  His  bracelets  of  iron,-^his  bed  in  oiir  towers."— 
This  man  had  a  laughing  eye, 
Trust  not,  friends,  when  such  you  spy  ; 
A  beaker's  depth  he  well  could  drain. 
Revel,  sport,  and  jest  amain-— 
The  haunch  of  the  deer  and  the  grape's  bright  dye 
Never  bard  loved  ^hem  better  than  I ; 


482  HAROLD  THE  DAUNTLESS.  Canto  IF. 

But  sooner  than  Vinsauf  filled  me  my  wine. 

Passed  me  his  jest,  and  laughed  at  mine, 

Though  the  buck  were  of  Bearpark,  of  Bourdeaux  the 

vine, 
With  the  dullest  hermit  I^d  rather  dine 
On  an  oaten  cake  and  a  draught  of  the  Tyne. 


IX. 
Walwayn  the  Leech  spoke  next— he  knew 
Each  plant  that  loves  the  sun  and  dew. 
But  special  those  whose  juice  can  gain 
Dominion  o^er  the  blood  and  brain ; 
The  peasant  who  saw  him  by  pale  moonbeam 
Gathering  such  herbs  by  bank  and  stream. 
Deemed  his  thin  form  and  soundless  tread 
Were  those  of  wanderer  from  the  dead.-— 
"  Vinsauf,  thy  wine,**  he  said,  "  hath  power. 
Our  gyves  are  heavy,  strong  our  tower ; 
Yet  three  drops  from  this  flask  of  mine. 
More  strong  than  dungeons,  gyves,  or  wine. 


« 


« 
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^'  Shall  give  him  prison  under  ground 

*'  More  dark,  more  narrow,  more  profound. 

"  Short  rede,  good  rede,  let  Harold  have— 

^*  A  dog's  death  and  a  heathen's  grave.*"-— 

I  have  lain  on  a  mck  man's  bed, 

Watching  for  hours  for  the  leech's  tread, 

As  if  I  deem'd  that  his  presence  alone   . 

Were  of  power  to  bid  my  pain  begone ; 

I  have  listed  his  words  of  comfort  given, 

As  if  to  oracles  from  heaven  ; 

I  have  counted  his  steps  from  my  chamber  door, 

And  bless'd  them  when  they  were  heard  no  more ; — 

But  sooner  than  Walwayn  my  sick  couch  should  nigh, 

My  choice  were  by  leech-craft  unaided  to  die.- 


X. 

"  Such  service  done  in  fervent  zeal 
"  The  Church  may  pardon  and  conceal," 
The  doubtful  Prelate  said,  *^  but  ne'er 
"  The  counsel  ere  the  act  should  hear.— 
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**  Anselm  of  Jarrow,  advise  us  now, 

**  The  stamp  of  wisdom  is  on  thy  brow  ; 

<<  Thy  days,  thy  nights  in  cloister  pent 

'^  Are  still  to  mystic  learning  lent  ;— 

"  Anselm  of  Jarrow,  in  thee  is  my  hcqpe, 

^*  Thou  well  canst  give  counsel  to  Prelate  or  Pope."^ 


<c 


u 


u 


XI. 

Answer'^d  the  Prior — "  'Tis  wisdom^s  use 
Still  to  delay  what  we  dare  not  ref\ise ; 
Ere  granting  the  boon  he  comes  hither  to  ask, 
Shape  for  the  giant  gigantic  task ; 

^*  Let  US  see  how  a  step  so  sounding  can  tread 
In  paths  of  darkness,  danger,  and  dread  i 
He  may  not,  he  will  not,  impugn  our  decree. 
That  calls  but  for  proof  of  his  chivalry ; 
And  were  Guy  to  return,  or  Sir  Bevis  the  Strong, 
Our  wilds  have  adventure  might  cumber  them  Icmg— 

«  The  Castle  of  Seven  Shields'' "  Kmd  Ansehn,  no 

"  more ! 

'^  The  step  of  the  Pagan  approaches  the  door.'" 


(( 


« 


cc 
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The  ichuichmen  were  hush'^d-— In  his  mantle  of  skin, 
With  his  mace  on  his  shoulder.  Count  Harold  strode  in. 
Thef  e  was  foam  on  his  lips,  there  was  fire  in  his  eye. 
For,  chafed  by  attendance,  his  fury  was  nigh, 
"  Ho  !  Bishop,^  he  said,  *^  dost  thou  grant  me  my  claim  ? 
<^  Or  must  I  assert  it  by  falchion  and  flame  ?^ 


(C 


XII. 

On  thy  suit,,  gallant  Harold,^  the  Bishop  replied 
In  accents  which  trembled,  ^^  we  might  not  decide, 
"  Until  proof  of  your  strength  and  yoiur  valour  we  saw— 
'^  ^Tis  not  that  we  doubt  them,  but  such  is  the  law.^— - 
<^  And  would  you.  Sir  Prelate,  have  Harold  make  sport 
^^  For  the  cowls  and  the  shavelings  that  herd  in  thy  court  ? 
<^  Say  what  shall  he  do  ?--*-From  the  shrine  shall  he  tear 
The  lead  bier  of  thy  patron  and  heave  it  in  air. 
And  through  the  long  chancel  make  Cuthbert  take  wing, 
With  the  speed  of  a  bullet  dismissed  from  the  sling  ?^ 
Nay,  spare  such  probation,*"  the  Cellarer  said, 
*^  From  the  mouth  of  our  minstrels  thy  task  shall  be  read. 


a 


« 
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*<  While  the  wine  sparkles  high  io  the  goUet  of  gcdd, 
And  the  revel  is  loudest,  thy  task  shall  be  told  ; 
And  thyself,  gallant  Harold,  shall,  hearing  it,  tell 
That  the  Bishop,  his  cowls,  and  his  shavelings,  meant 
«  well.'* 


« 


t( 


« 


XIII. 
Loud  revelled  the  guests,  and  the  goblets  loud  rang, 
But  louder  the  minstrel,  Hu^  Meneviile,  sang ; 
And  Harold,  the  hurry  and  pride  of  whose  soul, 
EVn  when  verging  to  fury,  own^d  music^s  controul. 
Still  bent  on  the  harper  his  broad  sable  eye. 
And  oftaa  untasted  the  goblet  passed  by  ; 
Than  wine,  or  than  wassail,  to  him  was  more  dear 
The  minstrel^s  high  tale  of  enchantment  to  hear ;     . 
And  the  Bishop  that  day  might  of  Vinsauf  complain 
That  his  art  had  but  wasted  his  wine-casks  in  vain. 
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XIV. 

Cl^e  Caistle  of  tj^e  @)(t)en  @)|^t(lti!S« 

A  BALLAD. 

The  Druid  Urien  had  daughters  seven, 
Their  skill  could  call  the  moon  from  heaven ; 
So  fur  their  forms  and  so  high  their,  fame. 
That  seven  proud  kings  for  their  suitors  came. 


King  Mador  and  Rhys  came  from  Powis  and  Wales, 
Unshorn  was  their  hair,  and  unpruned  were  their  nails ; 
From  Strath-Clwyde  came  Ewain,  and  Ewain  was  lame. 
And  the  red-bearded  Donald  from  Galloway  came. 


Lot,  King  of  Lodon,  was  hunchback^  from  youth ; 
Dunmail  of  Cumbria  had  never  a  tooth ; 
But  Adolf  of  Bambrough,  Northumberland's  heir, 
Was  gay  and  was  gallant,  was  young  and  was  fair. 
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There  was  strife  ''mongst  the  sisters,  for  each  one  would 

have 
For  husband  King  Adolf,  the  gallant  and  brave. 
And  envy  bred  hate,  and  hate  urged  them  to  blows, 
When  the  firm  earth  was  cleft,  and  the  Arch-fiend  arose ! 


He  swore  to  the  maidens  their  wish  to  fulfil— 
They  swore  to  the  foe  they  would  work  by  his  will. 
A  spindle  and  distaff  to  each  hath  he  given, 
^'  Now  hearken  my  spell,^  said  the  Outcast  of  heaven 


^^  Ye  shall  ply  these  spindles  at  midnight  hour, 

*^  And  for  every  spindle  shall  rise  a  tower, 

*^  Where  the  right  shall  be  feeble,  the  wrong  shall  have 

"  powd", 
^^  And  there  shall  ye  dwell  with  your  paramour.^ 


Beneath  the  pale  moonlight  they  sate  dh  the  wold. 
And  the  rhymes  which  they  chaunted  must  never  be  told ; 
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And  as  the  black  wool  from  the  distaff  they  sped, 
With  blood  from  their  bosom  they  moisten'd  the  thread. 


As  light  danced  the  spindles  beneath  the  cold  gleam, 
The  castle  arose  like  the  birth  of  a  dream—- 
The  seven  to  wars  ascended  like  mist  from  the  ground, 
Seven  portals  defend  them,  seven  ditches  surround. 


Within  that  dread  caistle  seven  monarchs  were  wed. 
But  six  of  the  seven  ere  the  morning  lay  dead ; 
With  their  eyes  all  on  fire,  and  their  daggers  all  red, 
Seven  damsels  surround  the  Northumbrian's  bed. 


^'  Six  kingly  bridegrooms  to  death  we  have  done, 

^^  Six  gallant  kingdoms  King  Adolf  hath^^on, 

^^  Six  lovely  brides  all  his  pleasure  to  do, 

'^  Or  the  bed  of  the  seventh  shall  be  husbandless  too.' 


Well  chanced  it  that  Adolf  the  night  when  he  wed 
Had  confessed  and  liad  sained  him  ere  boune  to  his  bed  ; 
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He  sprung  from  the  couch  and  his  broad  sword  he  diew, 
And  there  the  seven  daughters  of  Unen  he  slew. 


The  gate  of  the  castle  he  bolted  and  sealed. 
And  hung  cfex  each  arch-stone  a  crown  and  a  shield ; 
To  the  cells  of  St  Dunstan  than  wended  his  way, 
And  died  in  his  cloister  an  anchorite  grey. 


Seven  monarchs^  wealth  in  that  castle  lies  stowM, 
The  foul  fiends  brood  o^'er  theni  like  raven  and  toad. 
Whoever  shall  guesteh  these  chambers'  within. 
From  curfew  till  matins,  that  treasure  shall  win. 


But  manhood  grows  faint  as  the  world  waxes  old ! 
There  lives  not  in  Britain  a  champion  so  bold. 
So  dauntless  of  heart,  and  so  prudent  of  brain. 
As  to  dare  the  adventure  that  treasure  to  gain. 


The  waste  ridge  of  Cheviot  shall  wave  with  the  rye, 
B^ore  the  rude  Scots  shall  Northumberland  fly, 
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And  the  flint  clifts  of  Bambro^  shall  melt  in  the  sun, 
Before  that  adventure  be  periled  and  won. 

XV. 

"  And  is  this  my  probation  ?^  wild  Harold  he  said, 

**  Within  a  lone  castle  to  press  a  lone  bed  ? — 

"  Good  even,  my  Lord  Bishop,— Saint  Cuthbert  to 

borrow, 
"  The  Castle  of  Seven  Shields  receives  me  to-morrow.^' 


END  OF  CANTO    FOURTH. 
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CANTO  FIFTH. 


I. 
Denmark'^s  sage  courtier  to  her  princely  youth, 

Granting  his  cloud  an  ouzel  or  a  whale. 
Spoke,  though  unwittingly,  a  partial  truth  ; 

For  Phantasy  embroiders  Nature^s  veil. 
The  tints  of  ruddy  eve,  or  dawning  pale. 

Of  the  swart  thundercloud,  or  silver  haze. 
Are  but  the  ground-work  of  the  rich  detail 

Which  Phantasy  with  pencil  wild  pourtrays, 
Slendigg  what  seems  and  is,  in  {tie  rapt  muser^s  gaze. 
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Nor  are  the  stubborn  forms  of  earth  and  stone 

Less  to  the  Sorceress's  empire  given : 
For  not  inth  unsubstantial  hues  alone. 

Caught  from  the  varying  surge,  or  vacant  heaven, 
From  bursting  sunbeam,  or  from  flashing  levin, 

She  fimns  her  pictures-«on  the  earth,  as  air. 
Arise  her  castles,  and  her  car  is  driven ; 

And  never  gazed  the  ^e  on  scene  so  fair. 
But  of  its  boasted  charms  fancy  gave  half  the  share. 

II. 
Up  a  wild  pass  went  Harold,  bent  to  prove, 

Hugh  Meneville,  the  adventure  of  thy  lay ; 
Gunnar  pursued  hb  steps  in  faith  and  love, 

£v^  companion  of  his  master's  way. 
Mid  ward  their  path,  a  rock  of  granite  grey 

From  the  adjoining  cliff  had  made  descent,— 
A  barren  mas^-^^yet  with  her  drooping  spray 

Had  a  young  birch-tree  crownM  its  battlement. 
Twisting  her  fibrous  roots  through  cranny,  flaw,  and  real 


CaMio  r.        HAROLD  THE  DAUNTLESS,  4S7 

This  rock  and  tree  could  6unnar'*s  thought  engage 

Till  Fancy  brought  the  tear-drop  to  his  eye. 
And  at  his  master  ask'^d  the  timid  Page, 

*^  What  is  the  emblem  that  a  bard  should  spy 
^<  In  that  rude  rock  and  its  green  canopy  ?^ 

And  Harold  said,  <^  Like  to  the  helmet  brave 
^^  Of  warrior  slsun  in  fight  it-seems  to  lie, 

^^  And  these  same  drooping  boughs  do  o'^er  it  wave 
^^  Not  all  unlike  the  plume  his  lady^s  favour  gave."" 


« 


Ah,  no  r  repfied  the  Page ;  "  the  ill-starrM  love 

'^  Of  some  poor  maid  is  in  the  emblem  shown, 
"  Whose  fates  are  with  some  heroes  interwove, 

^'  And  rooted  on  a  heart  to  love  unknown  : 
^<  And  as  the  gentle  dews  of  heaven  alone 

'^  Nourish  those  drooping  boughs,  and  as  the  scathe 
<<  Of  the  red,  lightning  rends  both  tree  and  stone, 

^^  So  fares  it  with  her  unrequited  faith,-^ 
"  Her  sole  relief  is  tears-^her  only  refuge  death."" 
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III. 

*^  Thou  art  a  fond  fimtastk  boy," 
Harold  replied^  ^^  to  females  coj, 

*^  Yet  pratiiig  still  of  love ; 
'^  Even  so  amid  the  dash  of  war 


it 


6( 


I  know  thou  West  to  keep  afar, 

Though  destined  by  thy  evil  star 

**  With  one  like  me  to  rove. 

Whose  business  and  whose  joys  are  found 
'^  Upon  the  bloody  battle-ground. 

<^  Yet,  foolish  trembler  as  thou  art, 
«  Thou  hast  a  nook  of  my  rude  heart, 
*^  And  thou  and  I  will  never  part  ;— 
^*  Harold  would  wrap  the  w<nrld  in  flame 
^*  Ere  injury  cm  Gunnar  came."** 


IV. 

The  grateful  Page  made  no  reply. 
But  turned  to  Heaven  his  gentle  eye. 
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And  clasped  his  hands,  as  one  who  said, 
'*  My  toils — ^my  wandcirings.  are  overpaid  V^ 
Then  in  a  gayer,  lighter  strain, 
CompelPd  himself  to  speech  again ; 

And,  as  they  flowed  along. 
His  words  took  cadence  soft  and  slow. 
And  liquid,  like  dissolving  snow. 

They  melted  into  song. 


C( 


« 


(( 


V. 

What  though  through  fields  of  carnage  wide 
I  may  not  follow  Harold^s  stride, 
Yet  who  with  faithful  Gunnar^s  pride 
^'  Lord  Harold^s  feats  can  see  ? 
^^  And  dearer  than  the  couch  of  pride 
*'  He  loves  the  bed  of  grey  wolPs  hide. 
When  slumbering  by  Lord  Harold^s  side 
"  In  forest,  field,  or  lea.'' 


tc 


I 
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VI. 

<<  Break  off  T  said  Harold,  in  a  tone 
Where  hurry  and  surprifle  wete  shown, 

m^th  some  sligfat  touch  of  fear, — 
*^  Break  off,  we  are  not  here  alone ; 
**  A  Pahner  fonn  oomes  slowly  on ! 
^  By  oowly  and  staff,  and  mantle  known, 

*^  My  monitor  is  near. 
**  Now  mark  him,  Gunnar,  heedf  ully ; 
*^  He  pauses  by  the  blighted  tree— 
<*  Dost  see  him,  youth? — Thou  oould^st  not  see 
^'  When  in  die  vale  i£  Galilee 

^  I  first  bdield  his  form, 
^^  Nor  when  we  met  that  other  while 
«  In  Cephahmia's  rodqr  isle^ 

<'  Before  the  fearful  stormy 
*<  Dost  see  him  now  ?"— The  Page,  distraught 
With  tenor  answer'^d,  ^'  I  see  nought, 

*^  And  there  is  nought  to  see. 
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^^  Save  that  the  oak'^s  scathed  boughs  fling  down 
**  Upon  the  path  a  shadow  brown, 
*^  lliat,  like  a  pilgrim^s  dusky  gown, 
"  Waves  with  the  waving  tree.'' 


VIL 
Count  Harold  gazed  upon  the- oak 
As  if  his  eye-«trings  would  have  broke, 

And  then  resolvedly  said,— 
^^  Be  what  it  will,' yon  phantom  grey, 
*<  Nor  heaven,  nor  hell,  shall  ever  say 
^^  That  for  their  shadows  from  his  way 

<^  Count  Harold  tum'd  dismayed : 
*'  m  speak  him,  though  his  accents  fill 
^'  My  heart  with  that  unwonted  thrill 

^<  Which  vulgar  minds  call  fear. 
"  I  will  subdue  it  I''— Forth  he  strode. 
Paused  where  the  blighted  oak-ti'ee  showed 
Its  sable  shadow  on  the  road. 
And,  folding  on  his  bosom  broad 

His  arms,  said,  "  Speak— I  hear.'' 


442  HA&OLD  THE  DAUNTLESS.         Cnta  T. 
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VIII. 
The  Deep  Vmce  said,  <'  O  wild  of  wiU, 
Furious  thy  purpose  to  fulfil— 
Heart-searM  and  unrepeDtant  still, 
**•  How  long,  O  Harold,  shall  thy  tread 
''  Disturb  the  slumbers  of  the  dead  ? 
«  Each  step  in  thy  wild  way  thou  makest, 
'*  The  ashes  of  the  dead  thou  wakest ; 
^^  And  shout  in  triumph  d*er  thy  path 
^  The  fiends  of  bloodshed  and  of  wrath. 
'<  In  this  thine  hour,  yet  turn  and  hear ! 
For  life  is  brief  and  judgment  near.^ 


<( 


Then  ceaskl  The  Ycnoe.— The  Dane  replied 
In  times  where  awe  and  inborn  pride 
For  mastery  stioTe, — ^^  In  vain  ye  chide 
'^  The  wolf  for  ravaging  the  flock, 
^'  Or  with  its  hardness  taunt  the  rock, — 
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« 


M 
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I  am  as  they— my  Danish  strain 
"  Sends  streams  of  fire  through  evVy  vein. 

Amid  thy  realms  of  goule  and  ghost, 

Say,  is  the  fame  of  Erick  lost  ? 
**  Or  Witikind*s  the  Waster,  known 
'*  Where  fame  or  spoil  was  .to  be  won ; 

Whose  gallies  ne'er  bore  ofi*  a  shore 
'*  They  left  not  black  with  flame  ? — 

He  was  my  sire,— and,  sprung  of  him, 
**  That  rover  merciless  and  grim, 

^^  Can  I  be  soft  and  tame  ? 
"  Part  hence,  and  with  my  crimes  no  more  upbraid  me, 
"  I  am  that  Waster's  son,  and  am  but  what  he  made  me." 


iC 


(( 


X. 

The  Phantom  groan'd ; — ^the  mountain  shook  around. 
The  faun  and  wild-doe  started  at  the  sound. 
The  gorse  and  fern  did  wildly  round  them  wave. 
As  if  some  sudden  storm  the  impulse  gave. 
^*  All  thou  hast  said  is  truth*- Yet  on  the  head 
^^  Of  that  bad  sire  let  not  the  charge  be  laid, 
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'*  That  he,  like  thee,  with  unrelenUng  pace, 

**  FrcMn  grave  to  cradle  ran  the  evil  race  :^- 

*<  Relentless  in  his  avarice  and  ire, 

*^  Churches  and  towns  he  gave  to  sword  and  fire ; 

<'  Shed  blood  like  water,  wasted  every  huid, 

^^  Like  the  destroying  angeTs  burning  brand ; 

<*  Fulfilled  whatever  of  ill  might  be  invented, 

«  Yea    all  these  things  he  did — ^he  did,  but  he  aEPSKTKD ! 

'*  Perchance  it  is  part  of  his  punishment  sdll, 

<^  That  his  offspring  pursues  his  example  of  ill. 

<<  But  thou,  when  thy  tempest  of  wrath  shall  next  shake 

thee, 
**  Gird  thy  loins  for  redstance,  my  son,  and  awake  thee ; 
^^  If  thou  yield'^st  to  thy  fury,  how  tempted  soever, 
^^  The  gate  of  repentence  shall  ope  for  thee  nevbr  T— - 


XI. 

^^  He  is  gone,^  said  Lord  Harold,  and  gazed  as  he  spoke; 
*^  There  is  nought  on  the  path  but  the  shade  of  the  oak,— 
^^  He  is  gone,  whose  strange  presence  my  feeling  ojqnress'd, 
Like  the  night-hag  that  sits  on  the  slumberer^s  breast. 


« 
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'^  My  heart  beats  as  thick  as  a  fugidve^s  tread, 

"  And  cold  dews  drop  from  my  brow  and  my  head. — 

^*  Ho !  Gunnar,  the  flasket  yon  ahnoner  gave ; 

"  He  said  that  three  drops  would  recall  from  the  grave. 

^^  For  the  first  time  Count  Harold  owns  leech-craft  has 

power^ 
^*  Or,  his  courage  to  aid,  lacks  tlie  juice  of  a  flower  !^— ^ 
The  page  gave  the  flasket,  which  Walwayn  had  fiU'^d, 
With  the  juice  of  wild  roots  that  his  art  had  distill'^d— 
So  baneful  their  influence  on  all  that  had  breath. 
One  drop  had  been  frenzy,  and  two  had  been  death. 
Harold  took  it,  but  drank  not ;  for  jubilee  shrill. 
And  music  and  clamour  were  heard  on  the  hill. 
And  down  the  steep  pathway,  o'^er  stock  and  o^er  stone. 
The  train  of  a  bridal  came  blithesomely  on  ; 
There  was  song,  there  was  pipe^  there  was  timbrel,  and 

still 
The  burden  was,  "  Joy  to  the  fair  Metelill  T 
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XII. 

Harold  might  see  from  his  high  stance. 
Himself  unseen,  that  train  advance 

With  mirth  and  melody ; — 
On  horse  and  foot  a  mingled  throng. 
Measuring  their  steps  to  bridal  song 

And  bridal  minstrelsy ; 
And  ever  when  the  blithesome  rout 
Lent  to  the  song  their  choral  shout. 
Redoubling  echoes  loU'^d  about. 
While  echoing  cave  and  cliff  sent  out 

The  answering  symphony. 
Of  all  those  mimic  notes  which  dwell 
In  hollow  rock  and  sounding  dell. 


XIIL 

Joy  shook  his  torch  above  the  band. 
By  many  a  various  passion  fanned ;— - 
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As  elemental  sparks  can  feed 

On  essence  pure  and  coarsest  weed. 

Gentle,  or.  stormy,  or  refined, 

Joy  takes  the  colours  of  the  mind. 

Lightsome  and  pure,  but  unrepress^d, 

He  fired  the  bridegroom^s  gallant  breast ; 

More  feebly  strove  with  maiden  fear. 

Yet  still  joy  glimmered  through  the  tear 

On  the  bride^s  blushing  cheek,  that  shows 

Like  dew-drop  on  the  budding  rose ; 

While  Wulfstane's  gloomy  smile  declared 

The  joy  that  selfish  avarice  shared. 

And  pleased  revenge  and  malice  high 

Its  semblance  took  in  Jutta^s  eye. 

On  dangerous  adventure  sped. 

The  witch  deemed  Harold  with  the  dead. 

For  thus  that  morn  her  Demon  said  :-— 

"  If,  ere  the  set  of  sun,  be  tied 

"  The  knot  Hwixt  bridegroom  and  his  bride, 
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^^  The  Dane  shall  have  no  power  of  iU 

<'  O'er  William  and  o'er  MeteliU.'' 

And  the  pleased  witch  made  answer,  <<  Then 

**  Must  Harold  have  passed  from  the  paths  of  men ! 

<<  Evil  repose  may  his  sprit  hare,— - 

*'  May  hemlock  and  mandrake  find  root  in  his  graye,-* 

^^  May  his  death-«leep  be  dogg'd  by  dreams  of  dismay, 

'^  And  his  waking  be  worse  at  the  answering  day  P*— - 

XIY. 

Such  was  their  various  mood  of  gke 
Blent  in  one  shout  of  ecstacy. 
But  still  when  joy  is  brimming  highest. 
Of  sorrow  and  misfortune  ni^iest. 
Of  Terror  with  her  ague  chedc. 
And  lurking  Danger,  sages  q)eak :— ^ 
These  haunt  each  path,  but  diief  they  lay 
Thdr  snares  beside  the  primrose  way.— « 
Thus  found  that  bridal  band  their  path 
Beset  by  Harold  in  his  wrath. 

8 
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Trembling  beneath  his  maddening  mood. 

High  on  a  roek  the  ^ant  stood ; 

His  shout  was  like  the  doom  of  death 

Spoke  o^er  their  heads  that  pass'*d  beneath. 

His  destined  victims  might  not  spy  « 

The  reddening  terrors  of  his  eye,—- 

The  frown  of  rage  that  writhed  his  face,— 

The  lip  that  foam'd  like  boards  in  chase ; — 

But  all  could  see — and,  seeing,  all 

Bore  back  to  shun  the  threatened  fall — 

The  fragment  which  their  giant  foe 

Rent  from  the  cliff  and  heaved  to  throw. 


XIV. 
Backward  they  bore  ; — yet  are  there  two 

For  battle  who  prepare : 
No  pause  of  dread  Lord  William  knew 

Ere  his  good  blade  was  bare ; 
And  Wulfstane  bent  his  fatal  yew. 
But  ere  the  silken  cord  he  drew, 

VOL.  X.  2'F 
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As  hurPd  from  HecWs  thunder,  flew 

That  ruin  through  the  air  !-<- 
Full  on  the  outlaw^s  front  it  came. 
And  all  that  late  had  human  name. 
And  human  face,  and  human  frame. 
That  lived,  and  moved,  and  had  free  will 
To  chuse  the  path  of  good  or  ill. 

Is  to  its  reckoning  gone ; 
And  nought  of  Wulfstane  rests  behind. 

Save  that  beneath  that  stone. 
Half-buried  in  the  dinted  day, 
A  red  and  shapeless  mass  there  lay. 

Of  mingled  flesh  and  bone  ! 

XV. 

As  from  the  bosom  of  the  sky 

The  eagle  darts  amain. 
Three  bounds  from  yonder  summit  high 

Placed  Harold  on  the  plain. 
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As  the  scared  wild«fowl  scream  and  fly. 

So  fled  the  bridal  tram ; 
As  Against  the  eaglets  peerless  might 
The  noble  falcon  dares  the  fight. 

But  dares  the  figbt  in  vain, 
So  fought  the  bridegroom  ;  from  his  hand 
The  Dane'^s  rude  mace  has  struck  his  brand, 
Its  glittering  fragments  strew  the  sand, 

Its  lord  lies  on  the  plain." 
Now,  Heaven  !  take  noble  William^s  part. 
And  melt  that  yet  unmelted  heart. 
Or,  ere  his  bridal  hour  depart. 

The  hapless  bridegroom^s  slain  ! 


XVI. 
Count  Hardid^s  frenzied  rage  is  high, 
There  is  a  death-fire  in  his  eye, 
Deep  furrows  en  his  brow  are  trench'd. 
His  teeth  are  set,  his  hand  is  clenched. 


u 
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The  foam  upon  his  lip  is  white. 

His  deadly  arm  is  up  to  smite  ! 

But,  as  the  mace  aloft  he  swm^. 

To  stop  the  blow  young  Gunnar  s[M*ung, 

Around  his  master^s  knees  he  dung. 

And  oried,.  ^  In  mercy  spare ! 
O,  think  upon  the  words  of  fear 
Spoke  by  that  yiaonaiy  Seer, 
^'  The  crisis  he  foretold  is  here,^-* 

".Grant  mercy,— or  despmr  V* 
This  word  suspended  Harold's  mood. 
Yet  still  with  arm  upraised  he  stood. 
And  visage  like  the  headsman^s  rude 

That  pauses  for  the  sgn. 
"  O  mark  thee  with  the  blessed  rood,^ 
The  Page  implored ;  "  Speak  word  of  good, 
"  Resist  the  fiend,  or  be  subdued  f*— 

He  fflgnM  the  cross  diyine-— 
Instant  his  eye  hath  human  light. 
Less  red,  less  keen,  less  fiercdy  bright ; 
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His  brow  relaxM  the  obdurate  frown, 
The  fatal  njace  sinks  gende  down. 

He  turns  ancl  strides  away  ; 
Yet  oft,  like  revellers  who  leave 
Unfinished  feast,  looks  back  to  grieve, 
As  if  repenting  the  reprieve 
He  granted  to  his  prey. 
Yet  still  of  forbearance  one  sign  hath  he  given, 
AndfierceWitikind^s  son  made  one  stcptowardsheaven. 


XVII. 

But  thou^  his  dreaded  footsteps  part. 
Death  is  behind  and  shakes  his  dart ; 
Lord  William  on  the  plain  is  lying. 
Beside  him  Metelill  seems  dying  !— 
Bring  odours— essences  in  haste— 
And  lo  !  a  flasket  richly  chased,— 
But  Jutta  the  elixir  proves 
Ere  pouring  it  for  those  she  loves— 
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Then  Walwayn^s  potion  was  not  wasted. 
For  when  three  drops  the  hag  had  tasted. 

So  dismal  was  her  yell. 
Each  bird  of  evil  omen  woke. 
The  raven  gare  his  fatal  croak, 
And  shrieked  the  night-crow  from  the  oak. 
The  screech-owl  from  the  thicket  broke. 

And  flutter^  down  the  dell ! 
So  fearful  was  die  sound  and  stem. 
The  slumbers  of  the  full-gorged  erne 
Were  startled,  and  from  furze  and  fern 

Of  forest  and  of  fell. 
The  fox  and  famished  wolf  replied, 
{For  wolves  then  prowPd  the  Cheviot  ode,)  ^ 
From  mountain  head  to  mountain  head 
The  unhallow'^d  sounds  around  were  sped ; 
But  when  their  latest  echo  fled. 
The  sorceress  cm  the  ground  lay  dead. 
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XVIIL 
Such  was  the  scene  of  blood  and  woes, 
With  which  the  bridal  mom  arose 

Of  William  and  of  Metelill ; 
But  oil,  when  dawning  *gins  to  spread, 
The  summer-mom  peeps  dim  and  red 

Above  the  eastern  hill, 
Ere,  bright  and  fair,  upon  his  road 
The  King  of  splendour  walks  abroad ; 
So,  when  this  cloud  had  passed  away. 
Bright  was  the  noon-tide  of  their  day. 
And  all  serene  its  setting  ray. 


END  OF  CANTO  FIFTH. 
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CANTO  SIXTH. 


I. 

W^ELL  do  I  hope  that  this  my  minstrel  tale 

Will  tempt  no  traveller  from  southern  fields, 
Whether  in  tilbury,  barouche,  or  mail, 

To  view  the  Castle  of  these  Seven  proud  Shields. 
Small  confirmation  its  condition  yields 

To  Meneville's  high  lay,— No  towers  are  seen 
On  the  wild  heath,  but  those  that  Fancy  builds. 

And,  save  a  fosse  that  tracks  the  moor  with  green, 
Is  nought  remains  to  tell  of  what  may  there  have  been* 


460  HAROLD  THE  DAUNTLESS.      Canio  FL 

And  yet  grave  authors,  with  the  no  small  waste 

Of  their  grave  time,  have  dignified  the  spot 
By  theories,  to  prove  the  fortress  placed 

By  Boman  bands,  to  curb  the  invading  Scot. 
Hutchinson,  Horsely,  Camden,  I  might  quote,^ 

But  rather  chuse  the  theory  less  civil 
Of  boors,  who,  origin  of  things  forgot. 

Refer  still  to  the  orig^  of  evil, 
And  for  their  master-mason  chuse  that  master-fiend  the 
Devil. 


II. 
Therefore,  I  say,  it  was  on  fiend-built  towers 

That  stout  Count  Harold  bent  his  wondering  gaze, 
When  evening  dew  was  on  the  heather  flowers. 

And  the  last  sunbeams  bade  the  mountain  blaze, 
And  tinged  the  battlements  of  other  days 

With  the  bright  level  light  ere  lunking  down.— 
Illumined  thus,  the  dauntless  Dane  surveys 

The  Seven  proud  Shields  that  o^er  the  portal  frown, 
And^on  their  blazons  traced  high  marks  of  old  roiown. 
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A  wolf  North  Wales  had  on  his  armour-coat. 
And  Rhys  of  Powis-land  a  couchant  stag ; 

Strath-Clwyd^s  strange  emblem  was  a  stranded  boat, 

Donald  of  Galloway  a  trotting  nag ; 

A  corn-sheaf  ^t  was  fertile  Lodon^s  brag  ; 
A  dudgeon-dagger  was  by  Dunmail  worn  ; 

Northumbrian  Adolf  gave  a  sea-beat  crag 

'  Surmounted  by  a  cross-— such  signs  were  borne 

Upon  these  antique  shields,  all  wasted  now  and  worn. 


III. 

These  scannM^  Count  Harold  sought  the  castle-door, 

Whose  ponderous  bolts  were  rusted  to  decay ; 
Yet  till  that  hour  adventurous  knight  forbore 

The  unobstructed  passage  to  essay. 
More  strong  than  armed  warders  in  array. 

And  obstacle  more  sure  than  bolt  or  bar. 
Sate  in  the^portal  Terror  and  Dismay, 

While  Superstition,  who  forbade  to  war 
With  foes  of  other  mould  than  mortal  clay, 
Cast  spells  across  the  gate,  and  barred  the  onward  way. 
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Vain  noir  thoie  spella-^for  soon  with  heayy  dank 

The  feebly*fasten^d  gate  was  inward  pushed. 
And,  as  it  oped,  through  that  emhlazonM  rank 

Of  antique  shields  the  wind  of  evemng  rushed 
With  Bound  most  like  a  groan,  and  then  was  hushM. 

Is  none  who  on  such  spot  such  sounds  could  hear 
But  to  his  heart  the  blood  had  faster  rushM, 

Yet  to  bold  Harold^s  breast  that  throb  was  dear- 
It  spoke  of  danger  nigh,  but  had  no  touch  of  fear. 

IV. 
Yet  Harold  and  his  page  no  signs  have  traced 

Within  the  castle  that  of  danger  showed ; 
For  still  the  haUs  and  courts  were  wild  and  waste, 

As  through  their  precincts  the  adventurers  trode. 
The  seven  huge  towers  rose  stately,  tall,  and  l»oad. 

Each  tower  presenting  to  thdr  scrutiny 
A  hall  in  which  a  king  might  make  abode. 

And  fast  beside,  garnish^  both  proud  and  high. 
Was  placed  a  bower  for  rest  in  which  a  king  might  lie. 
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As  if  n  bridal  there  of  late  had  been, 

Decked  stood  the  table  in  each  gorgeous  hall ; 
And  yet  it  was  two  hundred  years,  I  ween. 

Since  date  of  that  unhallowed  festiral. 
Flagons,  and  ewers,  and  standing  cups,  were  ail 

Of  tamishM  gold,  or  »lyer  nothing  clear, 
With  throne  begilt,  and  canopy  of  pall, 

And  tapestry  clothed  the  walls  with  fragments  sear,-— 
Frail  as  the  s^nder^s  mesh  did  that  rich  woof  appear. 

V. 

In  every  bower,  as  round  a  hearse,  was  hung 

A  dusky  crimson  curtain  o*er  the  bed. 
And  on  each  couch  in  ghastly  wise  were  flung 

The  wasted  reliques  of  a  monarch  dead  ; 
Barbaric  ornaments  around  were  sfMread, 

Vests  twined  with  gold,  and  chains  of  precious  stone. 
And  golden  circlets,  meet  for  monarches  bead  ; 

While  grinnM,  as  if  in  scorn  amongst  them  thrown. 
The  wearer^s  fleshless  skull,  alike  with  dust  Jbestrown. 


464  HAROLD  THE  DAUNTLESS.      Canio  VI. 

For  these  were  they  who,  drunken  with  delight. 

On  pleasure's  ojnate  pillow  laid  their  head. 
For  whom  the  bride's  shy  footstep,  slow  and  light. 

Was  changed  ere  morning  to  the  murderer's  tread. 
For  human  bliss  and  woe  in  the  frul  thread 

Of  human  life  are  all  so  closely  twined. 
That  till  the  shears  of  Fate  die  texture  shred. 

The  close  succession  cannot  be  dii^oinM, 
Nor  dare  we  from  one  hour  judge  that  which  comes 
behind. 


VL 

But  where  the  work  of  vengeance  had  been  done. 

In  that  seventh  chamber,  was  a  sterner  agfat ; 
There  of  the  witch-brides  lay  each  skeleton, 

3till  in  the  posture  as  to  death  when  dight 
For  this  lay  prone,  by  one  blow  slain  outright ; 

And  that,  as  one  who  struggled  long  in  dying; 
One  bony  hand  held  knife  as  if  to  smite ; 

One  bent  on  fleshless  knees  as  mercy  crying; 
One  lay  across^the  door,  as  kill'd  in  act  of  flying. 
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■  *        -  % 

The  stem  Dane  smiled  this  charnel-house  to  see^-— 
For  his  chafed. thought  returned  to  Metelill ;—  ^ 

And  *^  Well,'*  he  said,  *^.hath  woman's  perfidy, 
"  Empty  as  air,  as  :water  volatile, 
Been  here  avenged.— The  origin  of  ill 
^^  Through  woman  rose,  the  Christian  doctrine  saith ; 
Nor  deem  I,  Gunnar,  that  thy  minstrel  skill 
^*  Can  shew  example  where  a  woman's  breath 

^^  Hath  made  a  true-love  vow,  and,  tempted,  kept  her 
faith.''— 


(( 


(( 


VII. 
The  minstrel  .boy  half  smiled,  half  sigh'd, 
And  his  half-filling  eyes  he  dried. 
And  said,  "  The  theme  I  should  but  wrong, 
*  "  Unless  it  were  my  dying  song, 
**  (Our  Scalds  have  said  in  dying  hour 
*^  The  Northern  harp  has  treble  power,) 

• 

"  Else  could  I  tell  of  woman's  faith 
"  Defying  danger,  scorn,  and  death. 

VOL.  X.  2  G' 
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^  Finn  was  that  fiuth,^-^^!^  dUamo&d  stone 
*<  Pure  and  unflaw^d, — h^  IcKte  tinktidwn, 
«  And  unrequited  i-^tm  and  pure, 
**  Her  stainless  faith  could  all  endure ; 
^*  From  clinie  to  clime^-^'iAxiin  place  to  place,-— 
^  Through  want,  and  danger,  and  disgrace, 
^<  A  wandeter^s  wajrtrard  steps  could  tiace.*^ 
*<  All  this  she  did,  and  guerdon  tidne 
**  Required,  save  that  her  burial-stone 
*'  Should  make  at  length  the  secret  known, 
"  ^  Thus  hath  a  faithful  woman  done.*— 
^*  Not  in  each  breast  such  truth  is  laid, 
**  But  Eiviir  was  k  Danish  maid.^-^ 


'<  Thou  art  a  wild  enthusiast,^  said 
Count  Harold,  <<  for  thy  Danish  maid ; 
^*  And  yet,  young  Gtimiar,  I  will  own 
^^  Her'^s  were  a  faith  to  rest  upon. 
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^^  But  Eivir  sle^ft  betieftth  hel-  dtoiie, 

^^  And  all  resemblhig  her  are  gcme. 

"  What  maid  e^er  fthewM  sudh  oondtancy 

In  plighted  faith,  like  thine  to  me  ? 

But  couch  thee,  boy ;  the  darkBoilie  shade 

Falls  thickly  rmind,  hat  be  distnay^d 
<<  Because  the  dead  are  by. 
"  They  were  ds  we ;  our  Kttle  dtty 
^'  O'^erspent,  and  We  shall  be  as  they. 

Yet  near  me,  Gunnar,  be  thou  laid. 

Thy  couch  upon  my  itfantle  made, 
^^  That  thou  liiay^t  think,  should  fear  invade, 

**  Thy  master  slumbers  nigh.** 
Thus  couched  they  in  that  dread  abode. 
Until  the  beams  of  dawning  glowM. 


t{ 


{{ 


IX. 

An  altered  man  Ldrd  Harold  rose. 
When  he  beheld  that  dawn  unclose^^ 
There^s  trouble  in  his  eyes. 
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And  tnoes  oo  Ins  hnm  and  cheek 
Of  minglfd  awe  and  wonder  speak : 

*^  My  VtigBiy^  he  and,  <"  anse;— 
*^  Lcare  we  this  place,  my  Page.*— No  more 
He  utier'd  till  the  castlcudoor 
They  crosa^d-— but  there  he  paused  and  said, 
^  My  wildness  hath  awaked  the  dead 

^  DistiirVd  the  sMrad  tcmb  ! 
**  Methonght  this  night  I  stood  on  high 
^  Where  Heda  mars  in  middle  sky, 
^  And  in  her  caTem'd  gulphs  eoold  qpy 

^  The  central  place  of  doom! 
*'  And  there  belbfe  my  mortal  eye 
«  Souls  of  the  dead  came  fhtting  by, 
'^  Whom  fiends,  with  many  a  ^«*'*MliA  cry, 

^  Bore  to  that  eril  den! 
^  My  eyes  grew  dizzy,  and  my  brain  ' 
*^  Was  wilder*d,  as  the  ehrish  train, 
^  With  shriek  and  howl,  dragged  on  amain 
^  Those  who  had  late  been  men. 
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X. 

^5  With  hagard  eyes  and  streaming  hair, 
"  Jutta  the  Sorceress  was  there, 
'^  And  there  passed  Wulfstane,  lately  slain, 
^^  All  crushed  and  foul  with  bloody  stiun.-— 
^^  More  had  I  seen,  but  that  uprose 
*^  A  whirlwind  wild,  and  swept  the  snows ; 
^^  And  with  such  sound  as  when  at  need 
A  champion  spurs  his  horse  to  speed. 
Three  armed  knights  riish  on,  who  lead 
Caparisoned  a  sable  steed. 
Sable  thfir  harness,  and  there  came . 
Through  their  closed  visors  sparks  of  flame. 
The  first  proclaim'^d,  in  sounds  of  fear, 
^^  ^  Harold  the  Dauntless,  welcome  here  V 
"  The  next  cried,  *  Jubilee  !  weVe  won 
**  Count  Witikind  the  Waster'^s  son  !' 
"  And  the  third  rider  sternly  spoke, 
**  *  Mount,  in  the  name  of  Zemebock  !— i 
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^  From  lis,  O  Handd,  wue  thy  powers,— 
^  Thy  strengtb,  thy  daimtlessiifiBS,  ax9  oun ; 
'^  Nor  think,  a  Yassal  thou  of  hdl, 
<<  With  hdl  eanst  strive.^   The  tei4  spoke  true  ! 
My  inmost  soul  the  sumiAOBs  knewr, 

^<  As  capttre^  kiioir  the  kneil. 
That  says  the  betdsmaa'b  sspofd  is  haro, 
^  And  with  an  aeoent  of  dsflpair, 

^<  Coinmands  them  quit  ihdr  oelL 
^  I  felt  resistance  was  in  Tain, 
<<  My  foot  had  that  fell  stirrup  ta^en, 
'*  My  hand  ^as  on  the  filial  mane^ 

^  When  to  my  rescue  qped 
<^  That  Palraer^s  visionary  fonn, 
*'  And-«-like  the  passing  of  a  storm»*» 
The  demons  ydTd  and  fled ! 


cc 


*<  His  sable  cowl,  flung  back,  reyeaPd 
^^  The  features  it  before  conoeal'^d ; 
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^^  Andy  Gunnar,  I  oould  find 

■ 

^^  In  him  whose  counsels  stvqve  to  stay 
^^  So  oft  my  eoufse  op  ivilful  way, 

<' My  father  Witikinid  i 
^^  Doomed  finr  his  sns,  and  doomed  for  mine, 

^^  A  wanderer  upon  eaith  to  pine 

<^  Until  his  son  diall  turn  to  grace, 

''  And  smooth  for  him  a  resting-place  !«— 

^^  Gunnar,  he  must  not  haunt  in  vain 

'^  This  world  of  wretchedness  and  pain : 

^^  m  tame  my  wilful  heart  to  Uire 

**  In  peace-r-to  pity  and  forgiye**^ 

''  And  thou,  for  so  the  vision  said, 

^^  Must  in  thy  ^jord'^s  repentance  lud. 
Thy  mother  was  a  prophetess. 
He  said,  who  by  her  sidll  could  guess 

^^  How  dose  the  fetal  textures  join 

^^  Which  knit  thy  thread  of  life  with  mine ; 

^^  Then,  dark,  he  hinted  of  disguise 

^^  She  framed  to  cheat  two  curious  eyes, 


<c 
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C( 


That  not  a  moment  might  divide 
*'  Thy  fated  footsteps  from  my  side. 
Methought  while  thus  my  sire  did  teach, 
I  caught  the  meaning  of  his  speech. 
Yet  seems  its  purport  doubtful  now.^-* 
His  hand  then  sought  his  thoughtfiil  lnt>w.— 
Then  first  he  nuffk'^d,  that  in  the  towar 
His  glove  was  left  at  waking  hour. 


cc 


« 
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XII. 

Trembling  at  first,  and  deadly  jNde, 
Had  Gunnar  heard  the  vision^  tale ; 
But  when  he  learned  the  dubious  close. 
He  blushed  like  any  opening  rose^ 
And,  glad  to  hide  his  tell-tale  cheek. 
Hied  back  that  glove  of  mail  to  seek  ; 
When  soon  a  shriek  of  deadly  dread 
SummonM  his  master  to  his  aid. 
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XIII. 

What  sees  Count  Harold  in  that  bower. 

So  late  his  resUng-place  ?— - 
The  semblance  of  the  Evil  Power, 

.  Adored  by  all  his  race ! 
Odinn  in  living  form  stood  there. 
His  cloak  the  spoils  of  Polar  bear ; 
For  plumy  crest  a  meteor  shed 
Its  gloomy  radiance  o'*er  his  head, 
Yet  veil''d  its  hagard  majesty 
To  the  wild  lightnings  of  his  eye. 
Such  height  was  his,  as  when  in  stone 
O^er  UpsaTs  giant  altar  shown ; 

So  flow'^d  his  hoary  beard ; 
Such  was  his  lance  of  mountain-pine. 
So  did  his  sevenfold  buckler  shine ;— - 

But  when  his  voice  he  reared. 
Deep,  without  harshness,  slow  and  strong. 
The  powerful  accents  rolPd  along. 
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And,  while  he  spoke,  his  hand  was  laid 
On  eaftave  Gnnnar's  dmnldi^  head. 

-  XIV. 
«  Haidd,^  he  said,  ^  what  rage  is  thine 
^  To  quit  the  worafaip  of  dij  line, 
<<  To  leave  thy  Warriar-6o4  ^— 
<<  With  me  is  g^ioay  or  di^race, 
<<  Mine  is  the  onset  and  the  AacCy 
<<  Embattled  hosts  befoie  my  taee 

<^  Are  withered  by  a  nod. 
<<  Wilt  thou  then  forlldt  that  hig^  seat, 
^  Deserved  by  many  a  daimdess  feat 
«  Among  the  heroes  oi  thy  line, 
^  Eric  and  fiery  Tliorarine  ? — 
<<  Thou  wilt  not    Only  I  can  give 
<<  The  joys  for  wtiA  the  yaliant  five, 
«<  Victory  and  vengeance— ody  I 
"  Can  g^ve  the  joys  for  whidi  they  die,— 
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The  immortal  tilt-^he  banquet  full, 
^^  The  brimming  draught  fjpom  foeman^s  8cuU« 
^^  Mine  art  thou,  witness  this  thy  ghxv^ 
^^  The  fidthful  pledge  o{  vassal^s  love.*"**- 


XV. 

"  Tempter,''  said  Harold,  firm  ot  heart, 

^^  I  charge  the^,  henoe !  whatever  thou  art, 

<^  I  do  defy  thee— and  resist 

"  The  kindling  frenzy  of  my  breast, 

"  Waked  by  thy  words ;  and  of  my  mail 

^^  Nor  glove,  nqr  buekler,  splent,  nor  nail, 

^<  Shall  rest  with  the^^^diat  youth  release, 

<<  And  Grod,  or  DemQn,  part  in  peace.^'nv- 

"  Eivir,"  the  Shs^  replied,  "  is  mine, 

<^  Marked  in  the  birtIi*hour  witji  my  sign. 

^<  Think'st  thou  that  priest  with  drops  of  sjmy 

^^  Could  wash  that  blood-red  mark  away  ? 

^^  Or  that  a  borrow'4  ^^  And  navie 

"  Can  abrogate  a  Godhead's  claim  ? — 
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Thrill'd  this  strange  speech  through  Harold's  biain. 

He  clenched  hb  teeth*  in  high  disdain. 

For  not  his  new-bom  fidth  subdued 

Some  tokens  ^f  his  andent  mood.*- 

^^  Nowy  by  the  hope  so  lately  given 

*^  Of  better  trust  and  purer  heaven, 

<<  I  will  assail  thee,  fiend  T — ^Then  rose 

His  mace,  and  with  a  storm  of  blows 

The  mortal  and  the  Demon  dose. 


XVI. 

Smoke  rolFd  above^  fire  flash''d  around. 
Darkened  the  sky  and  shook  the  ground ; 

But  not'the  artillery  of  hell. 
The  bickering  lightning,  nor  the  rock 
Of  turrets  to  the  earthquake's  shock. 

Could  Harold'^s  courage  quell. 
Sternly  the  Dane  his  purpose  kept. 
And  blows  on  blows  resistless  heaped. 


Canto  FI.      HAROLD  THE  DAUNTLESS.  477 

Till  quailed  that  demon  form. 
And — ^for  his  power  to  hurt  or  kill 
Was  bounded  by  a  higher  will- 
Evanished  in  the  storm. 
Nor  paused  the  Champion  of  the  North, 
But  raised,  and  bore  his  Eivir  forth, 
From  that  wild  scene  of  fiendish  strife. 
To  lights  to  liberty,  and  life ! 


XVII. 

He  placed  her  on  a  bank  of  moss, 

A  silver  runnel  bubbled  by. 
And  new-bom  thoughts  his  ^ul  eiigrossy 
And  tremors  yet  unknown  across 

His  stubborn  sinews  fly. 
The  while  with  timid  hand  the  dew 
Upon  her  brow  and  neck  he  threw. 
And  mark'^d  how  life  with  rosy  hue 
On  her  pale  cheek  revived  anew^ 
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And  glimtoner^d  in  her  ejre* 
Inly  he  said,  ^'  Tlist  nlken  Xxom^  " 
'*  What  blindiiess  mine  that  could  not  guess ! 
'^  Or  how  could  pagers  rugged  di^eaa 

<<  That  bosom's  pride  bdie  ? 
*<  O9  dull  of  heart,  through  wHd  and  ware 
^  In  search  bf  blood  and  death  to  rare, 

^<  With  sudi  a  partner  nigh  T 

XVIII. 
Then  in  the  mirror'^d  pool  he  peered,     , 
Blamed  his  rough  Idddi  and  shaggy  beard. 
The  stains  6f  recent  conflict  clear'^d,*^ 

And  thus  the  Chaikipion  proved, 
That  he  fears  now  #ho  neirer  fedr'*d. 

And  loves  who  neVer  loved* 
And  £ivh>*i«Ufe  is  on  heir  dieek, 
And  yet  she  will  not  move  or  ilpeak. 

Nor  will  her  eyelid  fully  ope; 
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Perchance  it  loves,  that  half-^hut  eye. 
Through  its  long  fringe^  reserved  and  shy^ 
Affection'^s  opening  da^m  to  spy ; 
And  the  deep  blush,  which  bids  its  dye 
O^ei*  cheeky  and  brow,  tod  bosom  fly. 
Speaks  shame-facedness  and  hope. 


XIX. 

But  vainly  seems  the  Dane  to  seek 
For  terms  his  new-born  love  to  speak,— 
For  words,  save  those  of  wrath  and  wrong, 
Till  now  were  strangers  to  his  tongue ; 
So,  when  he  reused  the  blushing  maid. 
In  blunt  and  honest  terms  he  said, 
CTwere  well  that  midds,  when  lovers  woo, 
Heard  none  more  soft,  were  all  as  true,) 
"  Eivir !  since  thou  for  many  a  day 
'^  Hast  follow'*d  Harold'^s  wayward  way, 
^^  It  is  but  meet  that  in  the  line 
"  Of  after-life  I  follow  thine. 

10 
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*^  To-morrow  is  Saint  Cuthbert^s  tide, 

^'  And  we  will  grace  his  altar^s  side, 

^*  A  Christian  knight  and  Christian  bride ; 

<<  And  of  Witikind^s  son  shall  the  marvel  be  said, 

'<  That  on  the  same  mom  he  was  christened  and  wed.^— 


END  OF  CANTO  SIXTH. 
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CONCLUSION. 


And  now.  Ennui,  what  alls  thee,  weary  maid  ? 

And  why  these  listless  looks  of  yawning  sorrow? 
No  need  to  turn  the  page,  as  if  ^twere  lead. 

Or  fling  aside  the  volume  till  to-morrow. — 
Be  cheerM— 'tis  ended — and  I  will  not  borrow. 

To  try  thy  patience  more,  one  anecdote 
From  IQartholine,  or  Perinskiold,  or  Snorro. 

Then  pardon  thou  thy  minstrel,  who  hath  wrote 
A  Tale  six  cantos  long,  yet  scorned  to  add  a  note. 


FINIS. 
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